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The title and nature of this Potm ſhew chat it 'owed 
its birth to ſome. preceding circumſtances of feſtive mer- 
riment, which, from the wit of the company, and the ver 
ingergous Author's peculiar oddities, were properly enliven ; 

joe poignant ſtrokes of humour. This piece was only 
| Wale, ed for the Doctor's private amuſement, and that of the 
particular friends who were its ſubject; and he unfortunately 
did not live to reviſe, or even finiſh it in the manner which 
he intended. The public haye, however, already ſhewn how 
much they were plealed with its e, even in its 
e Q HH A Tl 101 TIM! ; 
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| Of old, when 8877005 — companions SRI, 
Each guell brought his diſh, and the feaſt 3 wa united 
| If our * landlord ſupplies us with beef and with fiſh, 2 


SR „„ „„ 


Let each gueſl bring) himſelf, and he beings the bell diſh. 


Our Dean ſhall. be veniſon, juſt freſh from-the, plains; 2 
72 - Burke ſhal be — with a wi brains 18 


\ 


— — CCC RR = 
=— The maſter of the St. James's Coffee-houſe, where the. 


DoRoy, and the friends he has characterized in this poem» 
held an occaſional club. r Dr. Barnard, Dean of Derry, * 
In Ireland, author of oe ingenioas pieces. ꝙ Mr. Ed- 
| mund Burke, member of Wendover, ho ons or: 3 
| ekt orators in this kingdom, m 


+ a +4 + 
= Ty 


— 


( 2 }) 
Our * Will ſhall be 14. fowl, of TOO flavour ._ 


And + Dick with his pepper ſhall heighten their ſavour; 
Our f Cumberland's ſweet- bread its place ſhall obtain, 
And & Douglaſs is pudding, ſubſtantial and plain; 

Our Garrick's a ſallad, for in him we ſee 

Oil, vinegar, ſugar, and ſalineſs agree: 

To make out the dinner, full certain I am 

That ** Ridge is anchovy, and ++ Reynolds is lamb; 
That ++ Hickey's a capon; and by the ſame rule, 
Magnanimous Goldſmith a gooſberry fool: = de 


* hy „ 1 as — 
8 


* Mr. William Burke, late Secretary to General Conway, 
and member for Bedwin. + Mr. Richard Burke, Collecto, 
of Granada, no leſs remarkable in the walks of wit and humour 
than his brother Edmund Burke is juſtly diſtinguiſhed i in all the 
branches of uſeful and polite literature. 4 Author of the Weſt” 
Indian, Faſhionable Lover, the Boodlleis: and other dramatic 
pieces. N Doctor Douglaſs, Canon of Windſor, an ingenious 
Scotch gentleman, who has no leſs diſtinguiſhed himſelf 
as a Citizen of the World, than a ſound Critic, in detecting 
Teveral literary miſtakes, or rather forgeries, of his country. 
men, particulary Lauder on Milton, and Bower's Hiſtory of the 
Popes. [| David Garrick, Eſq. joint Patentee and acting Manager 
of the Theatre-Royal, Drury-Lane. * Counſellor John Ridge, 
a gentleman belonging to the Iriſh bar, the reliſh of whoſe 
agrceableand pointed converſation is admitted by all his acquaint- 
ance, to be very properly compared to the above ſauce. ++ Sir 
Joſhua Reynolds, Preſident of the Royal Academy. 2 An 
eminent Attorney. 


. K J 

At a dinner fo various, at ſuch a re paſt, 
Who'd not be a glutton, and flick to the laſt p 
Here, waiter, more wine, let me ſit while I'm able, 
Till all my companions ſink under the table; 
Then with chaos and blunders encircling my head, 
Let me ponder, and tell what I think of the dead. 

Here lies the good Dean, re- united to earth, 
Who mix'd reaſon with pleaſure, and wiſdom with mirth : 
If he had any faults, he has left us in doubt, 
At leaſt in ſix weeks I could not find em out; 
Yet ſome have declar'd, and it can't be denied 'em, 
That ſly-beots was cutfedly cunning to hide em. 

Here lies our good Edmund, whoſe getnus was _ 
We ſcarcely can praiſe it or blame it too much; 
Who, born for the Univerſe, narrow'd his mind, 
And to party gave up what was meant for mankind.” 
Tho? fraught with all learning, yet ſtraining his throat 
To perſuade * Tommy Townſend to lend him a vote; 
Who, too deep for his hearers, ſtill went on refining, - 
And thought of convincing, while they thought of . 2. 
Tho? equal to all things, for all things unfit, | 
Too nice for a flateſman, too proud for a wit: 
For a patriot too cool; for a drudge, diſobedient; 
And too fond of the right to purſue the expedient. | 
In ſhort, * twas his fate, uremploy'd or in place, Sir, 
To eat mutton cold, and cut blocks with a razor.. 
AS Here 


: * 


Mr. T. Townſend, member for Whitchurch, 


5 1 

Here lies honeſt William, whoſe heart was a mint, 
While the owner ne'er kae half the eee 
The pupil of impul ſe, it fore d him along, 


His conduct ſtillqright, with his argument wrong, , * 880 


Still aiming, at. honour, yet fearing to —_ 
The coachman was, tipſy, the chariot drove home; 


Would you aſk; for his merits, alas! he had none; 


What. Was good was ſpontaneous, his faults were his owns ; 


Here lies honeſt Richard, whoſe fate I. muſt figh 81% 3.7 
Alas, that ſuch frolic ſhould, now be ſo quiet! 
What ſpigits were his, what wit and what whim, 
No breaking a jeſt, and now breaking a limb“; 

Now. wrangling and grumbling to keep up the bal, 
Now teazing and vexing, yet laughing at 3 r 


. * In ſhort, ſo-proyoking. a devil was r 


: 


That we wilh'd him full ten times a day at Old, Nicks. 
But, miſling his mirth and agreeable vein: |, TICK 
As often we wild: to, have. Dick back gain. n 
Here,Cumberland.lieg; having ated his parts, 

The Terence of England, che mender of dene 

A fatter: ing paipir, who made it his care 3 
To draw men: as they ought to be, not. as dry ares. 510 00 1 
His gallanis are all faulileſz, edc Eneg 80 
And comedy wonde ts at being ſo fine; 


T 1 N * 
* -h 
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= Mr. Rithard Burke: This gentleman” having ede = 


trifured « one of bis arms and legs at different times, the Doctor 


has rallied him on thoſe accidents, as a kind. of retributive ; 


4 9 A 


juſtice for breaking his jeſts wa other people, 
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Like a tragedy queen he has dizen'd her out, ML 

Or rather like tragedy giving a rout. e 
His fools have their follies ſo loſt in a c , 
Of virtues and feelings; that folly grows proud, 

And coxcombs alike in their failings alone, 
Adopting his portraits are pleas'd with their own, -- | 
Say, where has our poet this malady caught, 
Or wherefore his characters thus without fault? 
Say, was it that vainly directing his view 
To find out mens' virtues, and finding them few; 
Quite fick of purſuing each troubleſome elf, 
He grew lazy at laſt, and drew from himſelf? 0 
Here Douglas retires from his toils to relax, 
The ſcourge of impoſtors, the terror of quacks; 
Come all ye quack bards, and ye quacking divines, 
Come and dance on the ſpot where your ty rant decline. 
When Satire and Cenſure encireled his el 
I fear'd for your ſafety, I fear'd for my own; - 
But now he is gone, and we want a deteQtor, L 
Our Dodds ſhall be pious, our Kenricks ſhall lecture; 
Macpherſon write bombaſt, and call it a ſtyle,; 
Our Townſend make ſpeeches, and J ſhall compile ; 
New Lauders and Bowers the Tweed ſhall croſs over, 
No country man living their tricks to diſcover : 
Detection her taper | ſhall quench to a ſpark, 

And Scotchman meet Scotchman and cheat in the dark. 
Here lies David Garrick, deſcribe me who can 
An abridgement of all that was pleaſant in man; e 

. A 3. — As 


&> 


Vet with talents like'theſe; and an excelent hett, 
The man had his failings, a dupe to his art; 


"FI A 7 6 2 - 2 822 ; — 2 8 "I 
As an actor, confeſt without rival-to ſhine, +551) © 2 


As a wit, if not firſt, in the very firſt line; 


Like an ill-judging beauty his colours he ſpread, . 
And beplalter'd with rouge his own natural red. 
On the ſtage. he Was natural, ſimple, "57g 
*I'was only that when he was. off he was acting: 
With no reaſon on earch to go out of his way, 
He turn'd ind he varied full ten times a day; 


Tho' ſecure of our hearts, yet confoundedly heck, ii 
If they were not his on by fineſling and. trick; 3 


He caſt off his friends as a huntſman his pack, 


For he knew when he ple asd he could whiſtle be 
Of praiſe a mere glutton, he ſwallow'd what came, 
And the puff of a dunce he miſtook..ut for fame, 


Till his reliſh grown. callous, almoſt to diſeaſe, 


Who pepper'd the higheſt was ſureſt, to pleaſe. 


But let us be candid, and. ſpeak out our mangl, 3 
If dunces applauded, he paid them in kind. 


1 
144 


Ye Kenricks, ye Kellys, and W oodfalls ſo grave, TY 
What commerce was, yqurs, while you gt and | you, gaye? - 
How did Grub; ſtreet te · cho the ſthouts that you rais'd, . 
While be. was be- Roſcius'd, and you were. beprais'd x 


But peace to his ſpirits, whereyer.it flies, 


oa as an angel, and. mix wich the Kies ; ; 


Thoſe poets, who owe their beſt fame to his (kill, 
Shall ſtill be his D, 89. where be W. f. 


w 
c 
: 


P * 
rey . * \ 
* 2 
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old Shakſpeare re receive * 7 Neat ond wal — | 
And Beaumonts and Bens be his Kellys above. 
Here Hickey'recimes, + a moſtblant, pleaſant creature, 1 
And ſlander iiſelf muſt allow bim gopd- nature: 
He cbenſir'd his friend, and he reliſh'd'a bumper; 
Yet one fault he had; and chat on was a a thumper: $2 
Perhaps you may-aſk«if the man Was a miſer; 
1 anſwer, No, no, for he always was wiſer :: 
Too courteous, perbaps, or obhigitigly flat: 
His very worſt foe can't accuſe, him. of that. 
Perhaps he conhded 4 in men as they go! 8 
And ſo was too fooliſhly honell > Abo no 'E r 
Then,what was his failing ? come tel] it, and burn yes : 
He was, could he help. it? a ſpecial attorney, 
Here Reynolds i Is: laid ; and, to tell you my mind. 
Ile has not left. TY wiler or b better behind; 1 


19 
ad 1 Wa 


His pencil was Urikiog, refillleſs, and grand; Ke 68 


| 
$#* * 


His manners were gentle, complyin and bland; _ 1 
Still born to improve us in eyery part, 2 


* 


His pencil“ dur faces, his manners our heart : | : 
et} 0) us ais A 
I coxcombs averſe, yet moſt eivilly [TRE _ 


| 
1 
When they Judg'd without {kill he was Mill hardoof hiearingys, | 
When they talk'd of their Raphaels, Corregios, ** lu ; "| 
Re ſhified | his * 9 7 and only. took ſnuff...” \ PI 


W 


ErY 
* 24 7 * . . „ 


— ¼˙-¼- — k! ̃ — 
* Sir Joſhua, Reynelds is, ſo remäarkabiy deaf as to te | 


under the PIER, of uſing}; an car trumpet in company, . LE 


N i . * J 


"I aten of Spenſer, 


* 
110 BIN WAN | "1 21 


N WILLIAM SHENS TONE. 


Auditae voces, vagitus et ingens, 


* 


. 


Infantumque animae flentes in limine primo. VIRGILs-' 


H me! full ſorely is my heart forlorn, 
To chink how modeft worth neglefted lies, 


Such deeds alone as pride and pomp diſguiſe ;. | 
Deeds of ill ſort, and miſchievous empriz e; 


Lend me thy clation, Goddeſs ! let me try 


To ſound ihe pralſe of merit ere it dies; 


Such as Loft have chanc'd to eſpy, 15 


Loſt in che dreary ſhades of dull obſcurity, 


In ev'ry village, mark'd with little ſpire, 15 


Embower d1 in trees, and hardly known to- fame, 
There dwells, in lowly ſhade and mean attire, 5 

A matron old, whom, we School- miſtreſs name; 
Who boaſts unruly brats with birch 10 tame: 

* hey, grieven ſore, in piteous durance pent, 


oe by the power of this relentleſs ow, . 
And oft times on vagaries idly bent. 


For unkempt hair, or taſk unconn'd, are lh ment. 
* 
| — . A 


While partial Fame doth with her blaſts adorrn 


C4 0 


And al in ſight doth riſe a birchen: treeg.” . 
Which Learning near her litile dome tid "oY | 
W hilome a twig of ſmall regard 10 ſee, 1 10 2 


Tho' now ſo wide its waving branches Ben 1 
And work the ſimple vaſſals mickle woe 5 in 

For not a wind might curl the-leaves:that blew, 

But their limbs ſhudder'd, and' their pulſe beat low z 
And, as they look d, they found their horror grew. 
And ſhap'd*i ir into rods, and tivgled at the vie. 


So have 1 ſeen (Who has net; may conceive)! © 
A lifeleſs phantom nent u garden place d: 
So doth it wanton birds of peace bereave, ; 5 . 17 
Of fport, of font of pleaſure, of re paſt: 
They fart; they Rite, they wheel, they look ee. be 
Sad ſervitude „Such comfortleſs annoy. * 
May no bold Britons s riper-age eber taſte! ow ene, 
No ſaperſlition clog his dance of joy / . 3 
Ho viſion empty, vain; his native bits denroy.-. e 


Near to tis dome is found a patch o green,” — 1 
On which the tribe their gambols do di ir. 
And at the door impris' ning board is ſeen, | 

Leſt weakly wights of ſmaller ſize ſhould: fray, 
_ Fager, perdis, to baſk in ſunny da!) 

The moiſes imermix di. which thence' reſound, | 
Do Learning's lie tenement betray, 75 | 

Where ſits the dame, diſguis'd in look > a 


e * eee turns her wheel wert 
* er A 
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15 ( ww ) 
3 Her cap, far whiter than the driven ſnow, 
- Emblem right meet of deceticy does yield, 
Her apron dyed in grain, as blue, I trowe, 
As is the hare-bell that adorns the field: 
And in het hand; for ſceptre, ſhe does wie Id, 
Tway birchen ſprays; with anxious fear entwin'd,. 
With dark diſtruſt, and ſad repentance fill'd, 
Aud ſtedfaſt hate, and ſharp affliction join'd, 
And fury uncontroul d, and chaſtiſement unkind. 


Few but have kenn'd, in,ſemblance meet Nees id | 4 
The childiſh faces of old Aol's train, OE DIP 
Lips, Notus, Auſter* ; theſe in frowns atray d, 
How then would fare or earth, or {ky, or mainz 
Were the ſlern god to give his {laves-the.rein? 
And were not ſhe rebellious breaſts to quell, 8 
And were not ſhe her ſlatutes to maintain, | 
The cot no more, Lween, were deem'd the cel 
Where comely peace of: mind and decent order dwells. - : 


A ruſſet ſtole was o'er her ſhoulders theown z. 
5 ruſſet kirtle fene'd the nipping air; 
Twas ſimple ruſſet, but it was her own, | 
*Twas her. on country bred the flock ſo fait 3. 
Tas her own labour did the fleece prepare ;. 
And, ſooth to ſay, her pupils rang'd around, ; 
Thro” pious awe did term it, paſſing rare; 
For they in gaping wonderment abound, 
And think, no doubt, the been eee wight on ground. 
— 


— 


2 


The fouth weſt wind, South, &c. . 


ſ n 
-Albeit, no flatt'ry did corrupt her truth; 
No pompous title did debauch her ear; 
Goody, good woman, goſſip, n'aunt, forſooth, 
Or dame, the ſole additions ſhe did hear; 


Vet theſe ſhe challeng'd, theſe the held right dear: 


Nor would eſteem him att as mought behove, 
Who ſhould not honour'd eld with theſe revere; 
For never title yet ſo mean could prove, 23 
Put there was eke a mind which did that title love. 


One ancient hen ſhe took delight to feed, 
The plodding pattern of the buſy 5 1 ; 
Which ever and anon, impell*d by need, | 
Into her ſchool; begrit with chickens, came; 
Such favour did her past deportment claim: 


And if neglect had laviſhi'd on the ground | 


Fragment of bread, ſhe would colle& the- ſame ; 


For well ſhe knew, and quaintly could expound, 


Wbat ſin it were to waſte the ſmalleſt crumb ſhe found. 


Herbs too ſhe knew, and well of each could ſpeak, - 


That in her garden ſipp'd the fily'ry dew, 
Where no vain flower diſclos'd a gaudy ftreak, 
But herbs for uſe and phy ſic not a few, 
Of grey renown, within thoſe borders grew : 
The tufted balil, pungprovoking thy me, 
Freſh baum, and marygold of cheerful hue, 
The lowly: gill, that-never dares to climb, _ 


And mote I fan would ſing, -diſdainiog here to rhy me; 


Let 


| Vptung their bſelebs: lyres—ſmall heart had "IF 40 ſing. | 


| * 12) 
Fei eat may not be left vsſung, dl A 
That gives dim eyes to wander — acoundz 


And ppngent radiſh, biting: infant's tongue 
And 'plaintain ribb'd, that heals the ceaper's wound \ 


_— 
* 


And mirj'am ſweet, in ſhepherd's poſie found; 
And lavender, Whoſe ſpikes of azure blom 
Sliallꝛbe, erewhile; in arid bundles bound, 
To lurk amidall the-labours of her loom, f 


1946 


And crown! her dere clean wich mickle rare p eons: 


And here trim toſemarine, that „lden crown'd _ 
The daintieſt garden of the e Ac 
Ece, driven from its env ted:fitez-it found 4 
A ſacred ſhelter for its branches here, wor! 011 
Where edg'd with gold its glitt'ring ſkirts appear. 
O waſſel days! O euſtoms meet and well!! 
Ere this was baniſh'd from its lafty ſpher e: 
Simplicity then ſought this humble cell, 7 
Norever would ſhe more with thane and lordling dwell, 


4 


Here oft the Len on 'Sabbath's-decent eve, 
 Hymned-fueh' palms as Sternhold forth did mete. 
If winter twere, ſhe to her hearth did-cleave-: 1 // 
But in het garden ound a ſummer ſeat: 
Sweet melody to hear her then repꝛat © 10 
How Iſrael's ſons, beneath a foreign bing: 
While taunting foe-men did a ſong entreat, 
All for the nonce untuning every, teig, 2-84 T 


- 


For 


4 i 
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Dor ſhe was zuſt, and friend tc yirtuous lore, 

| And.paſs'd much time in. truly. virtuous deed; | 
) 2 And in thoſe elfins ears would of. deplore | 
id The times when Truth by Popiſh rage did. bleed, 


And tortious death, was true Devotion's meed ; 
And-{imple Faith in iron chains did, mourn, 
3 That nould on, wooden image place, her creed; 


And. lawny ſaints in ſmquld' ring flames did . : 
ae. - Ah, deareſt Lord forefendhilk days ſhould « e'er return, 


In elbow-chair,. like that of Scottiſh ſtem, 
By the. ſharp tooth of cank'ring Eld defac'd, 
In which, hen he receives his diadem, 
| Our ſoy? reign prince and liefeſt, liege is plac d, 
The matron. ſate; and ſome with rank { the grac' 'd, 
| The ſource of children's, and of courtier” 5 pride! 
1 Redreſs'd affronts (fox vile affronts there paſs d). 


And warn'd them not the fretful to deride, 
ell. But love each other dear, whatever them betide. 


Right well ſhe knew each temper to deſcry, 
; | To thwart the proud, and the ſubmiſs to raiſe ; 
* Some with vile copper prize exalt on high, 
| And. ſome entice with pittance [mall of praiſe ; 
And other ſome with. baleful ſprig ſhe *frays : 

E'en abſent, ſhe the reins of pow'r doth hold, 
While with quaint arts the giddy crowd the ſways ; 
- Forewarn'd, if little bird their pranks behold, 
ing. | *Twill whiſper in her ear, and all the ſcene unfold. 
For Vol. IV. 1g. B ü ; Lo! 
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Lo! now with ſtate ſhe utters the command ! 
Ettſoons the urchins to their talks repair; 


Their books, of ſtature ſmall, they take in hand, 


Which with pellucid horn fecured are, 


To ſave from finger wet the letters fair. 


The work ſo gay that on their back is ſeen | 


St, George's high atchievements does declare, 


On which thiIk wight that has ygazing been, 


Kens the forth-coming rod; unpleaſing ſight, I ween ! 


Ah! lucklefs he, and born beneath the beam 
Of evil ſtar! it irks me whilſt I Write! 


Nr. 


Oft as he told of deadly dolorous plight, 
Sigh'd as he ſung, and did in tears indite ; 
For, brandiſhing the rod, ſhe doth begin 


As erſt the bard*, ty Mulla's filver ſtream, 


To loofe the brogues, the ſtripling's late delight 4 
And down they drop; 3 appears his dainty pe 


Fair as'the furry coat of vhiteſt ermilin. 


O ruthful ſcene ! when from a Hocke obſcure 
His little ſiſter doth his peril fee 5 

All playful as ſhe ſate, ſhe grows demure, 
She bnds Full ſoon her: wonted ſpirits lee; 

- She meditates a pray r to ſet him free: 

Nor gentle pardon. could this dame deny 

(If gentle pardon « could with dames agree) 
To her ſad gr.cf chat ſwells in either eye, 


And wr. ings ber ib, that all for pity ſhe 9 die. 


* 


4 


No 


* Spenſer. 


No 


„ 
No longer can ſhe now her ſhrieks command. ; 
And hardly ſhe forbears, thro' awſul fear, 
To ruſhen forth, and with preſumptuaus hand, 
IJ To ſtay harſh juſtice in its mid career. 15 
On thee ſhe calls, on thee, her parent dear ! 
(Ah! too remote to ward the ſhameful blow; 
She ſees no domeſtic viſage near, | 
And ſoon a flood of tears beg ns to , 


And gives a looſe at laſt to unavailing woe. 


But, ah! what pen his piteous plight may trace? 
Or what device his loud laments explain ? | 

The form uncouth of h:s diſguiſed face ? As 
The pallid bue that dyes his looks amain ? 

The plenteous {now'r that does his cheek d: Nain ? 
When he in abject wiſe implores the dame, 

Ne hopeth aught of ſweet reprieve to gain 5 
Or when from high ſhe levels well her aim, 


And, thro” the thatch, h:s cries each falling firoke proclaim. 
The other tribe, aghaſt, with ſore diſmay 


Attend, and conn their taſks with mickle care; 
By turns, aſtonicd, ev'ry twig ſurvey, 

And from their fellow's hateful wounds beware, 
Knowing, I wilt, how each the ſame may ſhare ; 

Till tear has taught them a perſormance meet, 
And to the well-known cheſt the dame repair, 

W hence of: with ſagar'd cakes ſhe doth em greet, 

And gingerbread y-rare : now, certes, doubly ſweet ! 
nb | B 2 8e 
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See, | to their ſeats they hye with. meffy glee; 
And in'beſee; mly order fitten there, 
All but the wig ht of bun 7-galled 3 he” 
Abhorreth beck ” and ſtôol, atid fofm; and chair 
(This hand in meal fd, that rend his hair); 
And eke with Inubs profound, and heaving breaſt, 
Convulſions intermitting!. does declare 


His grievous wrong; his dame's unjuſt beheſt, 
And ſcorns her offer'd love, and ſhuns to be careſs'd. 


i; face beſprent with liquid*cryflal ; ; 
His blooming face, that ſeems a purple flow'r, r, 
Which low to earth its drboping head declir ines, 
All ſmear'd and ſullied by a vernal ſhow” 7% 
Oh the hard boſoms of deſpotic pow'r ! 
All, all but ſhe, the author of his ſhame, 
All, all but ſhe, regret this mournful hour ; 
. Vet hence the youth, and hence the flow'r ſhall claim, 
If fo I deem ariglit, tranſcending worth and fame. 


Behind ſome door in melancholy thought, | 
Mindleſs of food, he, dreary caitiff ! pines; 3 

Ne for his fellows j Joyaunce careth ought, | 
But to the wind all merriment reſigns, 

And deems it ſhame if he to peace inclines ; 
And many a ſullen look aſkaunce is ſent, 

Which for his dame's annoyance he deſigns - 
And ſtill the more to pleaſure him ſhe's bent, 

The more doth he, perverſe, her haviour paſt reſent. 


* 5 Ah, 


» 


ENA 

Ah, me.] how much I fear leſt pride it be! 

But if chat pride it be which thus inſpires, 
Beware, ye dames! with nice diſcernment ſee, 

Ye quench. not too the ſparks of nobler hres : 
Ah! better far than all the Muſe's ly res 

( All coward arts) 1 IS valour' s gen'rous heat; 
The firm fix'd breaſt which fit and right requires, | 

Like Vernon's patriot ſoul, more juſtly great | 


E FE 


Thus cxaft that pi mps for ill, or flow ry falſe deceit. 


Vet, nurs'd with fk. Il, what dazzlings fruits appear! 
E'en now ſagacious foreſight points to ſhow 
A little bench of heedleſs biſhops here, | 
And there a chancellor in embryo, | 
Or bard ſublime, if bard may eber be ſo : 
As Milton, Shakeſpeare, names that ne'er ſhall die ! 
Tho' now he crawl along the ground ſo low ; ; | 
Nor weeting how the Muſe ſhould ſoar on high, 
Wiſheth, poor tary ling elf! his paper kite may fly, _ 


And this perhaps, who, cens' ring the deſign,. 
Low lays the houſe which that of cards doth build, 
Shall Dennis be, if rigid Fates incline; 
And many an epic to his rage ſhall yield, 
And many a poet quit th, Aonian field: | 
And, ſour'd by age, profound he ſhall appear, 
As he who now, with *ſdainful fury thrill'd, 
Surveys mine work, and levels many a ſneer, 
AS ————— a and cries, « What ſtuff is here. 
v2 FTE ; i + But 
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But now Dan Phatbus hy hs en ys 


And now the Ph ctrque han cover'd ober 
With boilt'rous revel-rout and wild uproar. 

A thouſand ways in wanton rings they run; 
Heaven ſhield their ſhort-liv'd paſtimes, I implore! 

For well may Freedom, erſt fo dearly won, 


| Appear to Britiſh elf more gladſome than the fun. 


Enjoy, poor imps ! enjoy your ſportive trade, 
And chace gay flies, and cull the faireſt flow'rs.; 
For when my bones in graſs: green ſods are-Laid; 
For never may ye taſte more careleſs hours 
In knightly caſlles or in ladies bow'ts. 
0 vain, to ſeek delight i in earthly things! 
But moſt in courts, where proud Ambition tow'rs; 
'Deluded wight ! who weens fair peace can ſpring 
Beneath the pompous dome of Kefar or of king, 


See in each ſprite ſome- vartous bent appear * 
"Theſe rudely carol moſt'incondite lay; 
Thoſe ſaunt'ring on the green, with jotund leer, 
Salute the ranger pitting on his way; 
Some builden krügilè tenẽments offelay; a 
Some to the ſtanding dake cheir courſes bend, 
Wit Fetter aubetd at duele and drake 0 plays 
ulk tö thy huxter's fav'ry cottage tend, 
In patey Kings and qurens ck allotted mite tolpend. i 


Here, 
— 


3 


F 
Here, as each ſeaſon yields a different fore, 
Eachiſcafon's ſtores in order ranged been; 
Apples with cabbage-net.y-caver'd o'er, | 
Galling full fore th' unmonied wight, are ſeen; 
And gooſeb' rie, clad in liv'ry red or green: 
And here of loyely dye the Cath'rine pear; 
Fine pear! as lovely for thy juice Iween: 
O may no Wight eber penny leſs come there, | 
Leſt, ſmit with ardent love, he pine with hopeleſs care} 


See cherries here, ere cherries;yet abound, 
With thread ſo white in tempting poſies tied, 
Scatt'ring like blooming maid their glances round, 
With pamper'd Jook draw little eyes aſide, 
And mult be bought, tho” pegury, betide; 
The plum all azure, and the nut all, brown 2: 
And here each ſeaſon do,thoſs cakes abide, 
Whole, hgnour'd names th inventive city own, . 
Rend'ring thro' Britajn's,iſle Salopia's praiſes knownꝰ. 
Admir'd Salopia! that with venial pride 
Eyes her bright form in Sgyern's,ambicnt, wave, 
Fam'd for her, loyal cares, in ꝑpexils tried; 
Her daughters lovely, and her, ſtriplipgs brave: 
Ah! midſt. the zeſt; may ſlow'rs adorn his grave 
Whoſe art did firſlcheſe dulcet, cates diſplay ! 
A motive fair to Learning's imps he gave, 
Who cheerleſs o'er her darkling region ſtray, 
Till Reaſon's morn ariſe, and light them on their way, 
ODE 
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T* s TS of might 
Thro' the pale ſhades now wings his flight, 


And quits the time-ſhook tow'r, 
Where, ſhelter'd from the blaze of day, 
In philophic gloom he lay, | 

Beneath his 1 bY bow? ü. 5 : 


With joy I hear the Colon ſound; | 
Which midnight echoes waft around, 
And ſighing gales repeat: | 
Fav'rite of Pallas! 'I attend, © © + 
And, faithful to thy ſummons, bend 
| At Wiſdom' s awful ſeat. B 
She lives the FO the filent eve, | 
Where no falſe ſhows of * deceiue, 1 
Beneath the lunar ray; 


— 


9 


Here Folly drops each vain diſguiſe, LA 
Nor ſports her gaily-colour'd dyes, 

As in the glare of day. | 5 

RR O Pallas? 
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O Pallas! queen of evrytart, 


That glas che ſenſe, or mends.the benny” 


Bleſt ſource, of purer jqys ; 
In ev'ry form of beauty bright, 
That captivates the. mental ſight. 

With pleaſure and ſurprize; 


To thy unſpotted. ſhrine Icbow,, 

Aſſiſt thy : modeſt ſupplians's vo- 'ed 
That breathes ng,wald, deſires: 

But, taught by thy, ungrring rules 4 

To ſhun the fruuleſs aviſh of fools, 
To nobler views aſpires. 


Not Fortune's gem, Ambition's plume, 
Nor Cytherea's fading bloom, 
Be objects of my pray t, 
Let av' rice, vanity, and pride, 
Theſe glittering envied toys divide, 
The dull rewards of care. 


To me thy better gifts impart, 
Each moral beauty of che hęart, 
By ſtudious thought refin d: 
For wealth, the ſmiles of glad content; 
For pow'r, its ampleſt, beſt Extent. 
An empire o'er my mind. 


L 
When Fortune drops her gay parade, 
When pleaſure's tranſient roſes fade, 
And wither in the tomb, 
Unchang'd is thy immortal prize, 
Thy ever-verdant laurels riſe 
In undecaying bloom. 


Buy thee protected, I defy 
© The coxcomb's ſheer, the ſtupid lye- 
Of 1gnorance and ſpite ; 
Alike contemn the leaden fool, 
And all che pointed ridicue 
Of undiſcerning wit. 


From envy, hurry, no:ſe, and ſirife, 
The dull impertinence of life, 

In thy retreat I reſt; | 
Purſue thee to thy peaceful groves, 
Where Plato's ſacred ſpirit roves, 1 

In all thy graces dreſt, 5 


Ile bid Illy ſſus' tune ful ſlream 
Convey the philoſophic theme 
Of perfect, fair, and good: 
Attentive Athens caught the ſound, 
And all her liſt'ning ſons around 
| In awful ſilence ſtood, | 
ö 1 ee | Reclaim'd 


I. 


Confeſs'd Fl potent voice of truth, 
And felt its juſt controul 


The paſſions ceas'd their loud alarms, , 


Aud virtue's ſoft perfuaſive charms. 
| Ofer all their ſenſes ſole, 


Thy breath inſpires the poet's ſong, 
The patriot's free unbiaſs'd tongue, 
The hero's gen rous ſtrife: 

Thine : are retirement” s filent j joys, 


And all the ſweet endearing ties 
Of ſtill, domeſtic life. 


No more to fabled names confin'd, 


To thee, ſupreme, all-perfe& mind, . 


My thoughts direct their flight: | 
Wiſdom's thy gift, and all her force 


From thee deriv'd, unchanging ſource 
Of intelleQual light! 


O ſend her ſure, her ſteady ray | 

To regulate my doubtful way, 
Thro's life's perplexing road 

The miſts oferror to controul ! ! 

And thro' itz gloom direct my ſoul 
To happineſs and good ! 


Beneath 


er ibi licentious e * 
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Beneatrher clear dfeerning eye 
The viſibniry fadc r fly 
Of folly's painted ſſẽ)]i : 
She fees, *thro* ev*ry fart diſgiſe, 
That all But Virtueꝰs olid Joys 
Is vanity and woe. 


DEAN” SWIFT'S CURATE 
March'd theee miles thro' Tcorching ſand, 
With zeal i in heart, and notes in hand; 

I rode four milf to great St. Mary ; j as 
Uſing four legs, when two were weary. 

Jo three fair virgins I did tie men, 

In the cloſe bands of plealing Hymen ; 

I dipt two babes in holy Vater, 

And purifed their mother” $ after. 

Within an hour and eke an half, 

1 preach'd” three cöngregatlong fleaf, 

While thund'ring oot with ting köngewinded, 

I chopt ſo fall, that few there minded. 

My emblem; the laborious ſun, 13 
Saw all theſe'rhighty labours done, | | | 
Before one race of his was run: 

All this perform'd by Robert Hewet ; 
What mortal elſe could"e'er $0 through'it ? 
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By RICHARD WEST. 
——— 
Voss 1 youths, on Camus“ ſedgy kde, ; 
You feel each joy that friendſhip can divide, 
Þach realm of ſcience and of art explore, One 
And with the ancient blend the modera lore, - 
| Studious alone to learn whate'er, may tend 
To raiſe the genius, or the heart to mend; 
| Now pleas'd along the cloiſter'd walk you rove, 
And trace the verdant mazes of the grove, 
Where ſocial oft, and oft alone, ye chooſe 
To catch the zephy r, and to court the Muſe, + 
Meantime at me (while all devoid of art 
= Theſe lines gave back the image of my heari) 
At me the pow'r, that comes or ſoon or late, 
Or aims, or ſeems to aim, the dart of fate; 
rom you remote, methinks, alone I Bland, 
Like ſome ſad exile in a deſart land: 
Around no friends their ! lenient care to > join, 7M 
In mutual warmth, and mix their heart with mine. 
Or real pains, or thoſe which fancy raiſe, 
' For ever blot the ſunſhine of my ys; 18 
e hy OE 
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* Almoſt all Tibulkas's Elegy] is e in this little Piece, 
from whence his tranſition to Mr. Pope's letter is very artfully 


contrived, and beſpeaks a degree of dae much beyond 
19 Welk years. | 
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To fickneſs ill, and ill to grief a prey, 


Health turns from me her roſy face away. 

Juſt Heaven! what fin, ere life begins to bloom, 
Devotes my head untimely to the tomb ? 
Did e'er this hand againſt a brother's life 
Drug the dire bowl, or point the murd'rous knife P 
Did e'er this tongue the {landerer's tale proclaim, 


Or madly violate my Maker's name ? 
Did e'er this heart betray a friend or fac, 


Or know a thought but all the world might know 
As yet, juſt ſtarted from the liſts of ume, _ 

My growing years have ſcarcely told their prime 3 
Uleleſs, as yet, through life I've idly run, 


No pleaſures taſted, and few duties done. 


Ah who, ere autumn's mellowing ſuns appear, 4 
Would pluck the promiſe of the vernal year; 
Or, ere the grapes their purple hue betray, 


Tear the crude cluſter from "A mourning ſpray ? 


Stern pow'r of Fate, whoſe ebon ſceptre rules 
The Stygian deſarts and Cimmerian pools, 
Forbear, nor raſhly ſmite my youthful heart, 5 


A victim yet unworthy of thy dart; 


Ah, ſtay till age ſhall blaſt my withering face, 


Shake in my head, and falter in my pace; 
Then aim the ſhaft, then meditate the blow, 
And to the dead my willing ſhade ſhall go. 
How weak is Man to Reaſon's judging eye! 


Born in this-mogpent, in the next we die; 
Part 


„ 
Part mortal clay, and part ethereal, fire, 
Too proud to creep, too humble to aſpire, 
In vain our plans of happineſs we raiſe, 


Pain is our lot, and patience is our praiſe ;' 
Wealth, lineage, honours, conqueſt, or a throne; _ 8 
Are what the wiſe would fear to call their own... bo ; 
Health is at beſt a vain precarious thing, | 
And fair-fac'd youth is ever on the wing; | 

"Tis like che ſtream beſide whoſe wat'ry bed 
Some blooming plant exalts his flow'ry head; 
Nurs'd by the wave the ſpreading branches riſe, | 
Shade all the ground, and flouriſh to the ſkies ; 
The waves the while beneath in ſecret flow, 
And undermine the hollow bank below: 

Wide and more wide the waters urge their way, 
Bare all the roots, and on their fibres prey. | 
Too late the plant bewails his fooliſh pride, 

And ſinks, untimely, in the whelming tide. 


But why repine? Does life deſerve my ſigh ?- 
Few will lament my loſs whene'er I die. 
For thoſe, the wretches I deſpiſe or hate, 

I neither envy nor regard their fate. 

For me, whenc'er all-conq'ring Death ſhall ſpread 
His wings around my unrepining head, 
I care not, tho? this face be ſeen no more, 
The world will paſs as cheerful as before; 
Bright as before the day-ſtar will appear, 


| The fields as verdant, * {kies as clear; 
$5 0 : 2 | 
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Nor ſtorms nor comets will my doom declare, 
| Nor hgns on earth, nor portents in the air; 
- Unknown and ſilent will depart my breath, 


Nor nature e'er take notice of my death. 

Yet ſome there are {ere ſpent my vital days) 
Within whoſe breaſts my tomb I wiſh to raiſe, 
Lov'd in my life, lamented in my end, 

Their praiſe would crown me, as their precepts mend : 
To them may theſe fond lines my name endear 
Not from the Poet, but the Friend ſincere, 
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l Written in the year 1746. 
By Mr. COLLINS. — 


Low fleep the brave, who fink to telt 
By all their country's wiſhes blelt! 


When Spring with dewy fingers cold, 
Returns to deck their hallow'd mould, 
She there ſhall dreſs a ſweeter ſod, 
Than Fancy's feet have ever trod. 


— 


By Fairy hands their knell is rung, 
By forms unſeen their dirge is ſungg 
There. Honour comes, a piigrim grey, 
To bleſs the tarf that wraps their clay 3 

And Freedom ſhall awhile repair, ; 
To dwell a weeping hermit there! 
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By Mr. COLLINS. 


F ECLOGUE I. 
Selim; or the Shepherd's Moral. 
Scene, a Valley near Bagdat.— Time, the Morning. 


E Perſian maids, attend your Poet' 5 lays, : 
And hear how ſhepherds paſs their . | 
Not all are bleſt, whom Fortune's hand ſuſtains, 
Wich wealth in courts, nor all that haunt the plains : 
Well may your bearts believe the truths I tell; 

6. *Tis.virtue makes the bliſs, where'er we dwell,” 
Thus Selim ſung, by ſacred Truth inſpir'd; 

Nor praiſe but ſuch as Truth beflow'd, deſir'd: 

Wiſe in himſelf, his meaning ſongs convey'd 
Informing morals to the ſhepherd mud; 

Or taught the ſwaitis that ſureſl bliſs to find, 

What groves nor ſtreams beſtow—a virtuous wind. 

When ſweet and bluſhing, like 2 virgin bride, 


The radiant morn reſum'd her orient pride; 3 


6 


When wanton gales along the vallies play, 
Breathe on each flow'r, and bear their ſweets ey ; 
By Tygris' wandring waves he fat, and ſung 
This uſeful leſſon ſor the fair and young; F N 
Ls eee 
I, ES 
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© Ye Perſian dames,' he ſaid, * to > you belong. 
« (Well may they pleaſe) the morals of my ſong : 
© Nor fairer maids, I truſt, than you are found, 
* Grac'd with ſoft arts, the peopled world vuround! 
« The morn that lights you, to your loves ſupplies 
Each geniler ray, delicious to your eyes; 
For you thoſe flow'rs her fragrant hands beſtow, 
And yours the love that kings delight to know. 
: « Yet think not theſe, all beauteous as they are, 
The beſt kind bleſſings. Heaven can grant the fair: 
Who truſt alone in beauty's feeble ray, 
© Boaſt but the worth Balſora's * pearls diſplay 3 
* Drawn from the deep, we own the ſurface bright ; ; 
© But, dark within, they drink no luſtrous light. 
Such are the maids, and ſuch the charms they boaft, 
c By ſenſe unaided, or to virtue 8 
« Selk. flatt'ring ſex! your hearts belieye i in yain 
That Love ſhall blind, When once he fires, the ſwain; 3 
6 01 hope a lover by your faults to win, 
As ſpots on ermia. beaulify the ſkin: 
Who ſeeks ſecure to rule, be firſt her care 
Each ſofter virtue that adorns the fair Ty 


© Each tender paſſion man delights, to find 
The lov'd perfektion of a female mind! * 7 75 
Bleſt were the days when wiſdom held her reign, 
And ſhepherds fought her on the ſent . 
Wich Truch ſhe wedded in che ſeeret woe, 


p Immortal Truth? and daughters bleſs'd their love. 
6 O haſte; 


The Gulf of that name, famous for the Pearl F iſhery. 


le; 


* 


* - 


The ſhepherds loy'd, and Selim Mel's bis 


„ 


0 haſte, fair maids! ye Virtues, cans away ' 


1 140 . 


Sweet Peace and Plenty lead you on your way 1. 
The balmy ſhrub for you ſhall love our ſhore, 
By Ind excell'd, or Araby, no more. 

L oſt to our fields, for ſo the fates ordain, 

The dear deſerters ſhall return again, 


* 


* 


To lead the train, ent Modeſty, appear: 
Here make thy court amidfl our rural ſeene, 


And ſhepherd girls ſhall own thee for their queen, 
With thee be chaſtity, of all afraid, 
Diſtruſting all, a wiſe ſuſpicious 4 


* 


* 


But man the moſt— not more the mountain doe 
Holds the ſwift falcon for her deadly foe, 

Cold is her breaſt, like flowers that drink the dew: : 
A ſilken veil conceals her from the view, - © 


N 


Now wild deſires amidſt thy train be known, 


«a 


La 


* 


But Faith, whoſe heart is fix'd on one alone : | 
Deſponding Meekneſs, with her downcaſt eyes, 
And friendly Pity, full of tender ſighs ; 

And Love the laſt, By theſe your hearts approve; - 
Theſe are the virtues that muſt lead to love.” _ 

Thus ſung the ſwain'; and ancient legends ſay, 
The maids of Bagdat verified the lay : 


Dear to the plains, the virtues eame along ; . 
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Come thou, whoſe thoughts as limpid ſprings are clear ; 33-4 


| 3 ; Haſſan; of, the camel. Driver. i 
f Scene, the Deſart,—Time, Mid-Day.. 


TN ſilent horror o'et the boundleſs waſte, 
The driver Haſſan with his camels paſs'd: 
8 One courſe of water on his back he bore, 
And his light ſcrip contain'd a-fcanty flore; 
A fan of painted feathers iv his hand, 
To guard his ſhaded face from ſcorching ſand. 
The ſultry ſun had. gain'd the-middle ſky, — 
And not a tree, and not an herb, was nig: 
The beaſls with pain their duſly way purſue, 
Shrill roar'd the winds, and dreary was the view ! 
With deſperate ſorrow wild, ch' affrighted man 5 


ll | | « Sad was the hour, and Jucklefs was the day, 
OW © When firftf from Schiraz? walls I took: my way! 
Wi | « Ah! little thought I of the blaſting wind, 

WA * The thirſt or pinching hunger that I find! 

„ « Bethink thee, Haffan, where Thall'thirft alluage, 
When fails this cruſe, his unrelenting rage; ws 
Soon ſhall this ſerip i its precious load reſign; 
wy Then what but tears and hunger! ſhall be thine? | 
| «6 Ye mute companions of my tolls, chat bear 4 

In all my grief a more than equal ſhare 3 


* 


5 


ECLOGUE 11. 4 


Thrice ſigh'o, thrice firuck ki breaſt, and thus began: | 


* 
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Here, where no ſprings in murmurs break away, ö 
Or moſs-crown'd ſountains mitigate the day, 

In vain ye hope the green delights to know, . 
Which plains more, bleſt, or verdant vales beſtow : 
Here rocks alone and talteleſs ſands are found, 

And faint and ſickly winds for ever howl around. 

C Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
When firſt from Schiraz' walls I bent my way! _ 
88 Curſt be the gold and filver which perſuade Tag 2 | 
© Weak men to follow far-faiiguing trade! 


« The lily Peace outſhines the ſilver- flore, * 
And life is dearer than the golden ore: 
« Yet money tempts us o'er the deſart brown, F 


ed j 
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© Toev'ry diflagt mart and wealthy town, 
Full oft we tempt the land, and oft the ſea; 3 


And are we only yet repaid by thee? 

Ah! why this ruin ſo attractive made ? 

«© Or why, fond man, ſo eaſily betray'd ? 

© Why heed we not, while mad we haſte along, 

6 The gentle voice of Peace; or Pleaſuce's ſong "bs 
Or whe re fore think the flow! ry mountzin's fide, 

« The fountain's murmurs, and the valley's pride? 


Why think we theſe leſs pleaſing to behold 
Than dreary deſarts, if they lead to gold p 
6 Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day 
When ficlt from Schiraz? walls I bent my way I: 


O ceaſe, my fears [all frantic as go, 


+ When thought creates unnumher d cenes of woe. | 
| e 


„ 
< What if the lion in bis rage I meet N 
Oft in the duſt I view his printed feet: 
© And, fearful ! oft, when day's declining light 
© Yields her pale empire to the-mourner Night, 
| c By hunger rous'd, he ſcours the groaning Plain, 
© Gaunt wolves and ſullen tigers in his train; | 
Before them Death, with fhrieks, diretts their way! 
4 Fills the wild yell, and leads them to their prey. 
_ © Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
When firſt from Schiraz? walls 1 bent my way! 
At char dead hour the ſilent aſp {hall creep, 
21 aught of reſt I find, upon my ſteep :- 
* Or ſome ſwoln ſerpent till his ſcales around, 
And wake to anguiſh with a burning wound. 
OW. Thrice happy they, the wiſe, contented poor ; 
© From luſt of wealth, and dread of death, ſecure 
_ + They tempt no defarts, and no griefs they find; | 
7 Peace rules the day, where rea ſon rules the mind.. 
Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
« When firſt from Schiraz' walls 1 bent my way ! 
O hapleſs youth] for ſhe thy love hath won; 
ee tender Zara, will be moſt undone! | 
s Big ſwell'd my heart, and own'd the pow 'rful maid, 
© When faſt ſhe-dropp'd her tears, and thus ſhe faid : 
% Farewel the youth, whom ſighs could not detain, | 
«© Whom Zara's breaking heart implor'd 1 in vain; 
e Yet, as thou go'ſt, may ev'ty blaſt atiſe 
«s Weak and unfelt as theſe rejeQed ſighs ih of 
ASA oY . „ Safe 
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ce Safe o'er he 1 no pens may ſt thou ſee; 5 


* No grief endure; nor weep, falſe youth, like me * i 


O let me ſafely to the fair return, —- + 

< Say, with 2 kiſs, ſhe/mult not, ſhall not mourn! | 

O let me teach my heart to loſe its feary,. 

4 Recall'd by Wiſdom's voice, and Zara's-tears! 2 
He ſaid ; and call'd on Heaven to bleſs the day 


When back to Schiraz' walls he bent his Way. 


3 
* ECLOGUE III. 
Alira; ; or, the Georgian Sultane, 
| Scene, A Foreſt.—Time, The Evening. 
F. Georgia's land, were Tefflis' towers are ſeen 


In diſlant view along the level green: 
While evening dews enrich the glitt'ring glade, 2 
And the tall foreſls caſt a longer ſhade; 

What time 'tis ſweet o'er fields of rice to fray, | 
Or ſcent the breathing maize at ſetting day; 
Amidſt the maids of Zagen' s peaceful grove, | 
Emyra ſung 1 the pleaſing cares of love. | | 
Of Abra firſt began the tender ſtrain, 
Who led her youth wich flocks upon the plain; 
At morn ſhe came, thoſe willing flocks to lead, 
Where lilies rear them in the wabry mead 
From early dawn the live-long hours ſhe told, 
Till late at ſilent eve ſhe penn'd che fold, 
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Deep in the grove, beneath the ſecret ſhade, 
A vaiious wreath of odorous flowers ſhe made, 
Gay motley pinks and ſweet jonquils ſhe choſe®,” 

The violet blue that on the moſs-bank grows; ; 
All ſweet to ſenſe, the flaunting roſe was there : 
The finiſh'd chaplet well adorn'd her hair. þ 

Great Abbas chanc'd that fated morn to fray, © | 
By love contratted from the chace away: 
Amorg the vocal vales he heard her ſong, 
And ſought the vales and echoing groves among. 


At length he found, and woo'd the rural maid; 
She knew the monarch, and with fear obey*d. 
Be every youth like royal Abbas "M8 
And ev'ry Georgian maid like Abra loy di 
The royal lover bore her from the plain; 2 
Vet fill her crook and bleating flock remain: BAG 
Of as ſhe went ſhe backward turn'd; her view, | 
And bade thit crook and bleating flock adieu. 
Fair happy maid ! to other ſcenes remove ; "Bro 
To richer ſcenes of golden pow'r and love! 
Go leave the ſimple pipe, and ſhepherd's s flrain; 
With love delight thee, and with Abbas reign, _ 
© Beev'ry youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 


And ev 'ry Georgian maid like Abra lov'd l' wo 
Vet, midſt the blaze of counts, ſhe fix'd her love 


On the cool fountain, or the ſhady grove; | 


, 
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Still 
* That theſe e flowers are found in very great abundance in 


fome of the provinces of Perſia, ſee the Modern Hiſtory of the 
e Mr. Salmon. 
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With joy the mountain and. the foreſt rung. 


We 


(Ct 


Still, with the ſhepherd's innocence, hide mnt 
To the ſweet vale and flow'ry- meadinclin'd: 8 


And oft as Spring rene wid the plains with 8 5 | = 
Breath'd his foßt gales, and led the fragtant hours; 
With ſure return ſhe ſought the ſylvan ſcene, 

The breezy mountains, and the fareſta green, 

Her maids around her mov'd, a duteous band: 

Each bore a crook all-rural i in her hand; 


Some ſimple lay of flacks and herds chey fang; i 


Be ev'ty youth like royal Abbas mov d, 
And ev'ry. Georgian maid like Abra lord * b 
And oft the royal lover left ihe care 
And thorns of ſtate, attendant on the fait; 2 


Oft to the ſhades and low · roof d cats retir'd;.. r 
Or ſought the vale where: firſt his heart was fitid: 
A ruſſet mantle, like a ſwain, he wore ; | 


And thought of crowns and buſy. courts'no more. 
© Beev'ry youth like royal Abbas movid, 
And ev'ry Georgian maid. like Abrahor'et. 4 
Bleſt was the life that Royal Abbas leck: 


Sweet was his love, and innocent his bed. 
What if in wealth the noble maid excel; 
The ſimple ſhepherd girłk ean love as well! 
Let thoſe who rule on Perſta's jewell'd throne 
Be fam'd for love and gentleſt love alone; 
Or wreathe, like Abbas, fulf of fair renown, 
The.laver's myrtle with the warrior's crown. 
Vol. IV. 3. 0 
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O happy 


And none but wretches haunt the twilight plains: 


O happy days. Y the maids around her * 
O baſte, profuſe of bleſſings, haſte away! 
© Be ev'ry youth like royal. Abbas mov d, 
And ev'ry Georgian maid like Abralov'd!* 
— - ; a 
-  ECLOGUE IV. 
Agib and Secander ; or, the Fugittves, 
Scene, a Mountain in Circaſſia,—Time, Midnight, 


| | * fair Circaſſia, where, to love inclin'd, 
Each ſwain was bleſt, for ev ry maid was kind; 


At that ſtill. hour when awful midnight reigns, 


What time the moon had hung her lamp on high, 
And paſs'd in radiance thro'the cloudleſs ſky ; * 
Sad o'er the dews two brother ſhepherds fled, | 
| Where wild'ring fear and deſp'rate ſorrow led: 
Faſt as they preſsd their flight, behind them lay | 
Wide ravag'd plains, and valleys ſtole away. 
Along the moutain's bending fide they ran ; 
Till, faint and weak, Secander thus began: : 


Sxcanpen, 


Oh ſtay thee, . for my feet N Rt aun 20% 
No longer friendly to my life, to ff. oh; ia 
Friend of my heart, oh turn thee, and ſurvey, 
Trace our ſad flight thro? all its length of way ! 
| by age ED # 18 


* 


* 


39 5 N 
And felt review that Jong-extended plain, 30 
And yon wide groves, already paſs'd with pain“? 
Yon ragged cliff, whoſe dang'rous path we tried! 
Aud, laſl, this lofty, mountain's weary ſide | 
Ac, 055 4 
Weak as thou art; yet hapleſs mull thou know. co 
The toils of flight, or ſome ſeverer woe ! 
Still as I balle, the Tartar ſhouts behind, „ 
And ſhrieks and ſorrows load. the ſadd'ning wind ; 3, 1:14 


In rage of heart, with ruin in his hand, | | 1 
He blaſts our harveſts, and deforms our land. i | 
Yon citron grove, whence firſt in fear we came; OS. | 
Drops its fair honours to the conq'ring flame; | 
Far fly the ſwains, like us, in deep deſp air; 


- 


4 leave to ruffian bands their fleecy care. re. 


Srcο. b eee 1 

 Vnhappy land ! ' whats bleſſings tempt the Cork; = 
In vain, unheard, thou call'fi thy Perſian lord ! 
In vain theu couri'ſt him; helpleſs, | io thine aid, 
To ſhield the ſhepherd, and protect the maid ! 
Far off, in thoughileſs indolence reſign 'd) 
Soft dreams of love and pleaſure ſoothe his wind: 
Midſt fair ſultanas loſt in idle joy, 


No wars alarm him, and no fears annoy. 


AciB. 


Yak theſe green 1 in ſummer's ſultry beat, 
Have lent the monarch oft a cool retreats 
: D'2 | 


nd 


. 15 14 „ 
PII to the ſight is Zabra's flow'ry plain, 

And once by maids and ſhepherds lov'd'1 in vain; ; 
No more the virgins ſhall delight to rooes 
By Sargia's banks, or Irwan's ſhady grove; 

On Tarkie's mountain catch the cooling gale, 

Or breathe the ſweets of Aly” a flow ry vale; 

Fair ſcenes ; but, ah ! no more with peace polleſt, 
With eaſe alluring and with plenty bleſt. | 
No more the ſhepherds whit'ning tents appears | | 
Nor the kind produtls of a bounteous year; 5 5 
| No more the date, with ſnowy bloſſoms crown d; 5 
But ruin ſpreads ber baleful fices around; RUE.” 


jg „ Se.CANDER, «(24 : Fa "ig 
In vain Cireallinie boalts/ber ſpicyigroves,  - 1 1. 


For ever fam'd.for pute and happy lone: = baſk 
In vain ſhe boaſts her faireſt of the fair, 

Their eyes blue languiſh, and their golden hair, 
Thoſe eyes in teats theit fruulels grief. muſt fend; >> 


Ihoſe ain the Tartar 8 cruel hand Hall rend. 


Ac. 


* 
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Ye Crt ſwains, that piteous learn finds . 
Circaſſia's ruin; and the walle of war; 
n Some weightier arms and crooksand ſaffs 5 | 
To ſhield your harveſt, and de fend your fait: 
The Turk and Tartar like deſigns purſue, | 

Fix d ro deſlroy, and ſleadfaſt to undo. 

Wild as bis land, in native deſarts bred, l 
By ” incited, or by malice led, Wa, 


% 
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The 


Here, like a ſhepherd gazing from his hut, 


| 0 41 * 
The villain Arab, as he prowls for prey, 
Oft marks wich blood and waſting Hlames the way 3 3g 


Vet none ſo, cruel as the Tartar. foe, - 


To death inur'd and nurs'd in ſcenes of woe. 
He ſaid ; when loud along the vale: was heard 
A fhriller ſhriek, and nearer fires appear's : 5 | 
Th' affrighted ſhepherds, thro” the dews of night, 5 
Wikes' et the moon. light hulls renew'd their light 


| THANKS To THE DEITY. | 
. By EDWARD YOUNG: - 


LEST be chat hand divine, which gently laid, 


My heart at reſt, beneath this humble ſhed, 
The world's a ſtately bark on dang'rous ſeas, 


4 


With pleaſure ſeen, but boarded at our peril; 

Here on ſingle plank, thrown ſafe aſhore, 

J hear the tumult of the diſtant throng, -, | 
As that of ſeas remote, or dy ing ſtorms: 
And meditate on ſcenes more filent ſtill F; 
Purſue my theme, and fight the Fear of Death. 


Touching his reed, or leaning on his dad. 4 114 
Eager ambition's fiery chace I ſe es;; 7 

I ſee the circling haunt of noiſy men 
Burſt law's incloſure, leap the mounds of right, . 
Purſuing, and purſued, each others prey ; 

As wolves, for rapine; as the fox, for wiles; 


ITill Death, that mighty hunter earths them all. 
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A PASTORAL BALLAD, 


IN Fovx Pans. 5 Al 


* IILIan ENS TBS. 
A ; . m TIRTRICTT 
I. ABSENCE. 
YE ſhepherds ſo cheerful and gay, 
Whoſe flocks never careleſely roam; 
Should Cory don happen to ſtray, 
Oe all che poor wanderers home. 
Allow me to muſe and to ſigh, 
Nor talk of che change that ye lind; 
None, once, was fo watchful as I; 
—]. haye left my 22 Phyllis behind, > 


— 


Now 1 Le white it 15 to have trove 
Wich the torture of doubt and delire; ; ng 
What it is, to admire and to love, Fe i 8 
And to leave her wWe love and admire. 
Ab, lead forth my flock in the morn, © 
| And the damps of each h ar 
Alas! ! I am ffaint and forlorn: A et . 


_ ms bade ap barn ar Phyllis CY 


%%Ü³ĩ—òmMñ 
Since Phyllis vouchfaf'd eme d leck; J 
| I never once dream'd of my wine; Ty DE i 
| May I loſe both my pipe and my crock , Wo 
If I knew of a'kifthat Was mine. 

1 priz'd every hour that wet by, oi tt 
Beyond all chat had pleas'd ee 
But now they are paſs'd, and 1 ſigh, 

And Igrieve chat I att axe 0 woe. 


+2 


| But why do I lang olin uk 
Why wander thus penſiv ely here 25 
O, why did I come from the plain, 5 
Where I fed « on the ſmiles of my dear p- 
They tell me, my favourite mad, 
The pride of chat valley, i is W 
Alas !. where with her I have firay' d, 5 
DB I could wander with pleaſure, | alone. 


4 1 . 
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When fore'd a the Hit nymph a x 5 
What anguiſh I felt at my heart! _ 
Vet I thought—but it might not be fo 
- ?Twas with pain that the ſaw me depart, | | 

She gaz'd, as I ſlowly withdrew: | : 
My path I could hardly diſeern : 8 
5 | 80 ſweetly ſhe bade 1 me adien, 3 n 
ince |. es - though that the bade mc return. 172 1 
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The pilgrim chat journeys all day 
To viſit ſome far diſtant ſhrine, h 
If he bear but a relique aways: | „ 
Is happy, nor heard to repine. 
Thus widely remov'd from the fair, 
Where my vows, my devotions, I owe, N 
Soft Hope is the relique I bear, 
And my. ſolace wherever I go. 


1. HOPE... 


Y W are all furniſh'd with bees, 7 
W hoſe murmur. invites one to ſleeps 
My'grottos are ſhaded with trees, 3 | 
And my hills are white over with ſheep... - 
' I ſeldom. have met with a loſs, | 
Such health do my fountains beſtow z * 
My fountains, all bordet'd with moſs, 5 
Where the en and violets growe- _ : 


7 
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Not a pine in my grove is SE. "5 | 
5 But with tendrils of woodbine 1s bound; * 
| Not a beech's more beautiful green, 


Til | But a 13 twines it around. | 
Tit. | bf Not my fields in the prime of the year 
0 3 More charms chan my catile unfold: 
| ö £ iT Not a brook that i is limpid and clear, 
1 But it gliuers with fiſhes of gold. 


bh 
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| Already i it calls for my love, 


But let me that plunder forbear, 
For he ne'er. could be true, ſhe averr'd, 


And I lov'd her he. more when I heard. _ * : 


6 5 ü 

One would think ſhe might like to i 
To che bow? r I have labour'd to tear; 

Not a ſhrub that I heard her-admire,. 
But I haſted. and planted, i it there. 

© how ſudden the je amine ſlrove 

Wich the lilac to render it gay A 


g = 


To prune the wild branches ne 


From the plains, from 1 1 IO REN "I 
What dtrains of wild melody flow! © 
How the nightingales warble heir loves, - | // M; 
Form thickets, of roſes that blow | 
And when her bright from {hall appeary. : 
Each bird ſhall barmoniouſly join 
In a concert ſo ſoft and ſo cleae , 


14 1 


Abe may not be fond to refigns... 


I have found out a gift re fair, 48 
'I have found where the wood - pigeons breed 2 


| She will ſay * taza barbarous deer. 


Who could rob a poor bird of 1ts yourgs. | 


Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue. 
e! 2 | I have- 


1 S. ) 
IT have heard her wich ſweetneſs unfold, 
How that pity was due to a dove: 


Phat it ever attended the bold, . 
And ſhe call'd it the ſiſter of Love:: 5 
But her words ſuch a pleaſure convey, 1 


| So much Ther accents adore, _ 
Let her ſpeak, and; whatever the ſay 
Methinks:I ſhould love her the more. 


* 


Can a boſom ſo gentle remain 
Unmov'd, when her Corydon ſighs ? 
Will a nymph that is fond of the pain, 
Theſe plains and this valley deſpiſe * 
Dear regions of ſilence and ſhade! ö 
Soft ſcenes of contentment and eaſe! 
Where 1 could have pteaſingly firay'd:” Cy 
If aught, in her abſence, could 81 


But where does my Phy llida firay 5 2 
And where are her grots and her bow'rs! 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 
And the' ſhepherds as gentle as ours ? 
TPhe groves. may perhaps be as fair, 
And the face of the valleys as fine; 
The ſwains may in manners compare, 
But. their love is-not equal to mines 
| III. SOLÞ» 
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I could lay doyn'my life for the ſwain | 
That will ſing but a ſong in her praiſe. "DS 
When he ſings, may the nymphs of the town 


"$14 55 
III. SOLICITUDE. 


HY will you my paſſion reprove 3 | 
Why term it a folly to grieve, 
Ere I ſhew you the charms of my love, 
She is fairer than you can believe, 
With her mien ſhe enamours the brave; z 
With her wit ſhe engages the. free 3 
With her modeſty pleaſes the grave; 
She is ev'ry way pleaſing to me, 


O you that have been of her train, 


Come andyoin in my amorous lays! * 


1 * 


Come trooping, and liſten the while; 
Nay, on him let nor Phylfida frown 3 


hut I cannot allow her to ſmile. 


For when Paridel tries inthe dance 
Any favour with Phyllis to find, | 
O how, with one trivial glance, 
Might ſhe ruin the peace of my mind 
In ringlets he dreſſes his hair, 4 
And his crook is beſtuded around; 
And his pipe O may Phyllis beware 
Of a magic there is in the ſound. 
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*Tis his with mock paſſion to glow z 


Tis his in ſmooth tales to un fold. 
% How her face is as bright as the ſnow, Way 
4 And her boſom, be ſure, i is as cold: 8 
% How the nightingales labour the ſtrain, 2 15 
c With the notes of his charmer to vie; x 
t How they vary their accents in vain, 


t Repine-at her trimphs, and die.“ 
7 


: To the grove or the garden he flrays, 


And pillages every ſweet; , _ _ 
Then, ſuiting the wreath to 225 lays, . | 


He throws it at Phylliss feet. 


0 Phyllis,” he whiſpers, © more far, 


More Tweet than the jeſſamine* s low wy 


| 6e What ate pinks, i in a morn, to es 


What eglantine aftera ſhaw in 


10 Then the lily no . is eh 
Then the roſe is depriv'd of its My 


e Then the violets die withdefpite) 1 1 * 


2 And the woodbines gives up their perfume, 
Thus glide | the ſoft numbers along, | 
And he fancies no-thepherd ©- YT 

- Yet I never ſhould envy the ſong, | 


Were not Phyllis to lendit an r. 
oo: ad oft eee ee 


” * 


[8:3 
| Let his crook be with hyacinths bound. 
So Phyllis the trophy deſpiſe ; 
Let his forehead with laurels be crown'd, 
So they ſhine not in Phyllis's eyes. 
The language that flows from the. heart 
Is a ſtranger to Paridel's tongue, | 
Vet may ſhe beware of his art, 
Or ſure I muſt envy the ſong- 


IV. DISAPPOINTMENT. 
N ee give ear to my lay, 5 
And take no more heed of my ſheep : 

They have nothing to do but to ſtray 3 

I have nothing to do but to weep. 
Vet do not my folly, reprove ; : 

She was fair—and my paſhon begun : 
She ſmil'd—and I could not but love ; 

She is faithleſs—antd'T am undone. 


Perhaps I was void of all thought: 
Perhaps it was plain to foreſee; 

That a nymph ſo complete would be ſought 
By a ſwain more engaging than me. 

Ah! love ev'ry hope can ir pire : 
It baniſhes wiſdom the nile; 

et And the lip of che nymph we admire 

3 Seems for ever adorn'd with a ſmile. 
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She 1s faithleſs, and I am undone : 

Ye that witnels the woes I endure, 
Let Reaſon inſtruc you to ſhun, 

What it cannot inſtru you to cure. 
Beware how you loiter in vain 

Amid nymphs of an higher degree ; 
It is not for me to explain | 


How fair and how fickle they be. 


Alas! from the day that we met, 
What hope of an end to my woes | 
When I cannot endure to forget 4 
The glance that undid my repoſe. 
Vet time may diminiſh the pain: 
The ſlow'r, and the ſhrub, and the tree, 
Which I rear'd for her pleaſure, in vain, 
In time may have comfort for me. 


= 


The ſweets of a dew-ſprinkled roſa, 


The ſound of a murmuring ſtream, 
The pzace which from ſolitude-flows, 

Henceforth ſhall be Corydon's theme. 
High tranſports are ſhewn to the ſight, 

But we are not to find them our own : 


Fate never beſtow'd ſuch delight, 


As I with my Phyllis had known, 


| 0 5 
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O ye woods, ſpread ybufr branches apace; 
To your deepeſt receſſes I lly ; 5 ; 
I would hide with the beaſts of the chace ; i 
I would vanith from ev'ry eye. | | 
Yet my reed ſhall reſound thro” the grove 
With the ſame ſad complaint it begun ; 
How ſhe ſmil'd, and I could not but love; 


Was faithleſs, and I am undone ! 
SONNET TO EXPRESSION, 
Ly Mifs WILLIAMS, 


XPRESSION, child of ſoul ! I love to trace 
Thy ſtrongeſt encha atm2nts, when the poet $ Irre, 

The painter's pencil, catch cha vivid fire, 

And beauty wakes for the ce each touch: ng grace! ! 

But from my frighted gaze thy form avert, 
When horror chills thy tear, thy ardent ſigh, 
When phrenzy rolls in thy impaſſion'd eye, 

Or guilt lives fearful at thy troubled heart: 

Nor ever let my ſuudd' ring fancy hear 
The waſiing groan, or view the pallid look 
Of him the Muſes lov'd „ waen hope forſook 


His ſpirit, vainly to the Muſes dear 


For charm'd with heavenly ſong, this bleeding preaſt 
Mourns it could ſharpen ill, and give deſpair no reſt ! 
f C T AER 
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HEN Muſic, heavenly maid, was you ng, 


While yet in early Greece ſhe ſung, 
The Paſſions oft, to hear her ſhell 
Throng'd around her magic SL... - 
Exulting, trembling, raging, fainting, 
Poſſeſt bey ond the Muſe's painting; 

By turns they felt the glowing mind 
Dilturb'd, delighted, rais'd, refin'd 

Till once, 'tis ſaid, when all were kr'd, 
Fill'd with fury, ra rapt, inſp. r'd 

From the ſupyorting myttles ie | 

They ſnatch'd her inſtruments of ſound, 
And as they oft had heard apart a 

Sweet leſſons of her forceful art, 

Each, for madneſs rul'd the hour, 

Woald prove his own ex preſſive pow'r, 


Firſt Fear his hand, its {kill to try, 
Amid the chords bewilder'd laid, 
And back recoil'd, he knew not why, 
Evu'n at the ſound himſelf had made. 
9 | Next 
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Next. Anger ruſh'd, h's eyes on fire, 
In lightnings own'd his ſecret flings, 
In one rude claſh he ſtruck the lyre, 
And ſwept with hurried hand the ſtrings. 


With woeful meaſures wan Deſpair, 
Low ſullen ſounds, his grief beguil'd; 
A ſolemn, ſtrange, and mingled air, 


I as ſad by fits, by ſtarts twas wild. 


But thou, O Hope, with eyes ſo fair, 
What was thy delighted meaſure? 
Still it whiſper'd promis'd pleaſure, 

And bade the lovely ſcenesat diſtance hail ! 

Still would her touch the ſtrain prolong, 
And from the rocks, the woods, the vale, 

She call'd on Echo {till through all the ſong ; 
And where her ſweeteſt theme ſhe choſe, 
A ſoft reſponſive voice was heard at every cloſe, 


And Hope enchanted ſmil'd, and wav'd her golden hair. - 


And longer had ſhe ſung—vut, witha —_ 
Revenge impatient roſe, | 
He threw his blood-ſlain'd ſword in thunder down, 
And, with a withering look, - | 
The war-denouncing trumpet took, 
And blew a blaſt ſo loud and dread, . 
Were ne'er prophetic ſounds ſo full of woe. 
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And ever and anon he beat 
The doubling drum with furious heat; | 
And though ſometimes, each dreary pauſe between, 
Dejected Pity at his fide 
Her ſoul- ſubduing voice applied, 
Yet ſtill he kept his wild unalter'd mien; 
While each ſtrain'd ball of fight ſeem'd burſting from his 
Thy numbers, Jealouſy, to nought were fix d, | head, 
Sad proof of thy diſtreſsful Rate ! 


Of differing themes the veering ſong was mix'd, 


And now it courted Love, now raving call'd on Hate. 
With eyes uprais'd, as one inſpir'd, u 
Pale Melancholy fat retir'd, | 
And from her wild ſequeſter'd ſeat, | 
In notes by diſtance made more ſweet, 
Pour'd through the mellow horn her penſive ſou} : 
And daſhing ſoft from rocks around, 
Bubbling runnels join'd the ſound ; 
Thro' glades and glooms the mingled meaſure ſtole, 
Or o'er fome haunted ſtreams with fond delay, 
Round an holy calm diffuſing, 71 
Love of peace, and lonely muſing, 
In hollow murmurs died away. 
But, O, how alter'd was its fprighther tone! 
When Cheerfulneſs, a nymph of healthieſt hue, 
Her bow acroſs her thoulder flung, 
Her buſkins gemm'd with morning dew, 
Blew an aſpiring ar, that dale and thicket rung, 
n The 


ate. 


The 


L 58 J 

The hte s call to Faun and Dryad known ; 

The oak-erown'd ſiſters, and their chaſte-eyed queen, 

Satyrs and ſylvan-boys, were ſeen 

Peeping from forth their alleys green ; 

Brown Exerciſe rejoic'd to hear, 
And Sport leap'd up, and ſeiz'd his beechen e 
Laſt came Joy's ecttatic trial. 
He, with vinyerown advancing, 
Firſt to the lively pipe his hand addreſs'd, 
But ſoon he ſaw the briſk-awakening viol, 

Whoſe ſweet entrancing voice he lov'd-the beſt, 
They would have thought, who heard the flrain, 
They ſaw in Tempe's vale her native maids, 
Amidſt the feſtal founding ſhades, 


To ſome unwearied minſtrel dancing, 
While, as his flying fingers kiſs'd the rings, 
Love fram'd with Mirth a gay fantaſtic round ? 
Looſe were her treſſes ſeen, her zone unbound, 
And he, amidſt his frolic play, 

As if he would the charming air repay, 

Shook thouſand odours from his dewy wings. 

O Muſic, ſphere-deſcended maid, 

Friend of pleaſure, wifdom's aid, 

Why, Goddefs, why, to us Ar. 

Lay'ſt thou thy ancient lyre aſide ? 

As in that lov'd Athenian bow'r, 

You learn'd an all-commanding pow'r,. | 
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Thy mimic ſoul, O nymph endear'd, 
Can well recal what then it heard. 
Where 1s thy native {imple heart, 
Devote to virtue, fancy, art? 
Ariſe, as in that elder time, 
Warm, energic, chaſte, ſablime ! 
Thy wonders, in that godlike age, 
Fill thy recording ſiſter's page 
Tis ſaid, and I believe the tale, 
Thy humbleſt reed could more prevail, 


Had more of ſtrength, diviner rage, 
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Than all which charms this laggard age, 


| 1 & / Ev'n all at once together found 
0 * Czcilia's mingled world of found 

1 O, bid our vain endeavours ceaſe, 

Revive the juſt deſigns of Greece, 

Return in all thy ſimple BAT . 

Confirm the tales her ſons relate! * 
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HUMAN LIFE, 
| y Dr. YOUNG. 
N AH! what is human life? 


* 


How like the dial's tardy- moving ſhade ! | 

Day after day ſlides from us unperceiy'd ! 

The cunning fugitive is fwift by ſtealth ;; 

Too ſubtle is the movement to be ſeen : 

Vet ſoon the hour is up——and we are gone, 
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ODE ON THE POETICAL CHARACTER. 


—— . — 
3ByY Mr. COLLINS. 


S once, if not with I'ght regard, 
I read aright that gifted Bard 

(Him whoſe ſchool above the reſt 

His lovelieſt Elfin queen has bleſs'd), 

One, only one unrivall'd fair“, 

My hope the magic girdle wear, 

At ſolemn tournay hung on high, 

The wiſh of each love-darting eye ; 

Lo! to each other nymph in turn applied, 
As if, in air unſeen, ſome hovering hand, 


Some chaſte and angel- friend to virgin- fame, 


With whiſper'd ſpell had burſt the ſtarting band, 


It left unbleſt her loath'd diſhonour'd fide ; 
Happier hopeleſs fair, if never 
Her baffled hand with vain endeavour 
Had touch'd that fatal zone to her denied ! 
| Young Fancy thus, to me divineſt name, 
To whom, prepar'd and bath'd in heaven, 
The ceſt of ampleſt pow'r is given, 
To few the godlike gift aſſigns, 
To gird their bleſt prophetic loins, 


And gaze her viſions wild, and feel unmix'd her flame. 
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Ha The band, as fairy legends fay,. 5 


Was wove on that creating day | 
When he, who call'd with thought to birth 
Yon tented ſky, this laughing earth, 
And dreſs'd with ſprings, and foreſts tall, 
And pour'd the main engirting all, 

Long by the lov'd enthuſiaſt wood, 
Himſelf in ſome diviner mood, 

Retiring, ſate with her alone, 

And plac'd her on his ſapphire throne, 
The whiles, the vaulted ſhrine around, 
Seraphic wires were heard to ſound, 5 
Now ſublimeſt triumph ſwelling; 

Now on love and mercy dwelling ; 

And ſhe from out the veiling cloud 
Breath'd her magic notes aloud : 


And thou, thou rich:hair'd youth of morn, 


And all.thy ſubje& life was born. 

The dangerous paſhons kept aloof, 

Far from the ſainted growing. woof : 
But near it ſat ecſtatic Wonder, 
Liſtening the deep applauding thunder: 
And Truth, in ſunny veſt array'd, 

By whoſe the Tarſol's eyes were made; 
All the ſhadowy tribes of mind, 

In braided dance their murmurs join'd, 


And all the bright uncounted powers, 


Who feed on heaven's ambroſial flow'rs, 
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Where 
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Where is the Bard whoſe ſoul can n6w 
Its high preſuming hopes avow ? | 
Where he who thinks, with rapture blind, 
This hallow'd work for him deſign'd ? 
High on ſome cliff to heaven up-pil'd, 
Of rude acceſs, of proſpe& wild, 
Where, tanglen round the jealous ſteep, 
Strange ſhades o' erbrow the vallies deep, 
And holy Genii guard the rock, 
Its glooms embrown, its ſprings unlock; 
While on its rich ambitious head 
An Eden, like his own, lies ſpread. 
1 view that oak, the fancied glades among, 
By which a Milton lay, his evening ear, 
From many a cloud that dropt ethereal dew, 
Nigh ſpher'd in heaven its native ſtrains could hear : 


On which that ancient' trump he reach'd was hung 1 


Thither oft his glory greeting, 
From Waller's myrtle ſhades retreating, 
With many a vow from Hope's aſpiring tongue ; 
My trembling feet his guiding ſteps purſue; 
In vain—ſuch bliſs to ore alone, 
Of all the ſons of ſoul was known, 
And Heaven and Fancy, kindred pow'rs, 
Have now o'erturn'd th'inſpiring bow'rs, 
Or curtain'd cloſe ſuch ſcene from every future view. 
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Nor from ſad freedom ſend to ſadder chains. 
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| APOLOGY FOR VAGRANTS. 


R bim, ike. loft to ev'ry hope of life, 
Has long with fortune held unequal ſtrife, 
Known to no human love, no human care, 
The friendleſs, homeleſs object of deſpair; 
For the poor vagrant feel, while he complains, 


Alike, if folly or misfortune brought | 
Thoſe laſt of woes his evil days has wrought _ 
Relieve with ſocial mercy, and with me, 
Folly's misfortune in the firſt degree. 
Perhaps on ſome inhoſpitable ſhore 


The houſeleſs wretch a widow'd parent bore; 


Who, then no more by golden proſpetts.led, 


| Of the poor Indian begg'd a leafy bed, 


Cold on Canadian hills, or Minden's plain, 
Perhaps that parent mourn'd her ſoldier {lain . 
Bent o'er her babe, her eye diſfoly'd in dew, 
The big drops mingling with the milk he drew, 
Gave the ſad preſage of his future years, 


The child of miſery, baptiz d in jours! J 
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Ay CEORGE LORD LYTTLETON: 
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C Th cava folans aegrum teftudine amorem, . 
Jie, dulcis conjux, te folo in littore fecum, 
Te vehient? die, te decedente e. | 


3 93/1 N 
Ar length eſeap's 3 1 NES? e N 
From ev'ry duty, ev/ry care, 
That in my mournful thoughts might claim a Wee | 
Or force my tears their flowing fiream to dry; 
Beneath the gloom of this embow'ring ſhade, 
This lone retreat, for tender;ſorrow- made, 
I now may give my burden'd heart relief, 
And pour forth all my ſtores of grief; 
Of grief ſurpaſſing every other Ee, ö 
Far as the pureſt bliſs, the happieſt love 
Can on ch' ennobled mind beſtow. 
Exceeds the vulgar joys that mowe 


| Our groſs een n and * 2 


. tufted STEEN, ye gemly-falling rills, 85 
Ye high o'er ſhawdowing bills, 5 e 


Ye lawns-gay-ſmiling with 3 * 
O frhave 1 my Lucy ſeen! 
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But never ſhall you now behold her more: 

Nor will ſhe now, with fond delight, 

And taſte refin'd, your rural charms, explore. 

Clos'd are thoſe beauteous eyes in endleſs ni ight, 

boſe beautequs. eyes, where beaming us'd to ſhine 
Reaſon's pure light, and Virtue's ſpark” divine. 


Oſt would the Dryads of theſe woods rejoice 
. To hear her heavenly voice; 3 
For ber deſpiſing, when deſign'd to Bog, 
The ſweeteſt ſongſlers of the ſpring : 
The woodlark and the linnet bleas'd no more: . 
The digiagel was mute, e 
And ev'ry ſhepherd's flute 
Was caſt in filent ſcorn away, 
While all attended to her {weeter lax. 
Ve larks and'linneis, now reſume your ſong : 
And :hou melodius Philomel, 
Again thy plaintive flory tell; 
For death has ſlopp' d chat tune ful tongue, 
W hoſe muſic could N58 your warbling notes Ak 
In vain I look l 
Ober all the well-known das 
My Lucy's wonted footſteps to Ae ; 
W here oft we us'd to WC. 255 
Where oft in tender talk 
We far the ſummer ſun go down the * 3 
Nor by you fountain's fide) | 


Nor where its waters glide 
9 —= Pg "I. 
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J Along the valley; can he 408 be FA W Fi 

In all the wide-ftretch'd proſpett's ample bound, 
No more my mournful ee ER 
Can aught of ber eſp 7 5 J 

But the ſad ſacred earth where her ware relies 1 77 5 2 


O ſhades of Hate e is now er beat 
Your bright inhabitant is loſt. 65-4 
You ſhe preferr'd to all the gay reforts' 1 
| Where female vaniry might wiſh to ſhine, 22 
Ihe pomp of cities, and the pride of courts. + 
Her modeſt beauties ſhuno'd che public eye: ] 1 
To your ſequeſter'd dales & 
And [lower-2mbroider'd vales, & 5 
From an admiring wotld ſhe choſe to fly. 
Wich nature there retir'd; and Nuure's 8 God, | 
The filent paths of wiſdom B | 
And baniſh'd every paſſion from her breaſt z * 
But thoſe, the gentleſt and the belt, PROD: 
Whoſe holy flames with energy divine 
Tbe virtuous heart enliven and e, 
The i and the maternal love. | e. 


7 babes! be like the nale yd fawhs BE 
Were wont to trip along theſe verdant lawns, 
By your delighted mother's fide, | Bob 2s 
Who now your infant ſleps Hall guide 7 
Ah! where is now the haud, . whoſe tender cate 
To every virtue would have form'd your yuuth, 2 
And ſtiew'd with lowers the thorny ways of oa Pats 
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0 loſs at repair . n 
O wretched father! leſt alone, 
To weep their dire misfortunes, and thy own * 
How ſhall thy weaken'd mind; oppreſs'd with woe, 
And, drooping o'er thy Lucy's grave, 
\ Perform the duties that you doubly owe, 
Now ſhe, alas! is gone, 


From folly and from vice their baren age to ſave ? 


Where were ye, Muſes, A b Fate 
F rom theſe fond arms your fair diſciple iore; 
From theſe fond arms, that vainly trove 
Writh-hapleſs, ineffeQua! love,- 2. a 
Io guard her boſom from the mertal blow ? 
Could not your fayouring pow'r Aonten maids, 
Could not, alas; your pow'r prolong her dale; 
For whom fo oft, in theſe inſpiring lhades, / 
Or under Camden's moſs-clad mountains hoar, 
I du open'd all your ſacred ſtore; 
W hate'er your ancient ſages taught, 
Your ancient bards ſublimely thought, 
And bade ber raptur'd _ with all your m— glow ? | 


o 


N orthen did Pindus or Caſlalia's plain, 
Or Aganippe's fount, your ſleps detain, 
Nor in the Theſpian valleys did you Pay! ; 


Nor then on Mincio' s bank“ 


my 2A | Nor | 


- 
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5 The Ninc runs by M ant, the birth- Pla of V 8. 


8 5 E 3 F- 
Nor e Clitumous+ rolls his gentle Spd - | 
Nor where, through hanging woods, | pr | 
Sieep Aniof pours his floods, 
Nor yet where Meles4 or Lllifſus|| tray, 
Ill does it now beſeem, _. 5 
That, of your guardian care bereft. 
To dire diſeaſe and death your darling 1 be leſt. ; 


Now wah it, For” due 
When light fantaſlic toys 
Are all ker ſex's joys, 
With you ſhe ſearch d the wit of G Greece and Rome! 5 
3 And all chat in her latter days, 
| To emulate her ancient praiſe, - 
N | Italia's happy genius could produce * 
Or what the Gallic fire. . | 
Bright ſparkling could inſpire, £ 
By all the Graces temper'd and refia'd ; >: I 
* as 2 0. 
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+ The Clitumnus i is a river of dn * 2 of | 


Propertius. 


I The Amo runs through” Tiburor Tivoli, where, Horace = 
had a villa. 


& The Meles i is a river of Tonia, FS whence. Homer, 
ſuppoſed to be born en its banks, is called Melli PO. | 


. 1 The 1th 25 is @ river of —— 


1 . 
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Or what in Briain* s iſe, | 
Moſt favour'd with your mile, 85 
The powers of Reaſon and of Fancy j join Wﬀ 
To full perfection have conſpir'd to raiſe * . 
Ah! what is now the uſe 25 
5 Of all thofs treaſures that envich'd her mind, 
| 70 black 3 s gloom for ever now e 20 


At leaſt, ye Nine, her ſpotleſs name 
Tis yours from death to fave, 
And i in the temple of immortal Fame 
With golden characters her worth Os.” 
Come then, ye virgin liffers, come, 
And firew with choiceſt flow'rs her hallow'd tomb: 
But foremofl thou, in ſable veſtment clad; . 
With accents ſweet and ſad, 
Thou plaintive Muſe, whom o'er his Laura's urn 
' Unhappy Petrarch call'd to mourn, 
O come, and to this fairer Laura pay 
A more N teat, w more Pathetic lay 1 


13-78 


Tell how each beauty of hos mind and face 
Was brighten'd by ſome ſweet peculiar grace ! 
How eloquent in ev'ry. look 

Thro' her expreſſive eyes her ſoul diflinMy ſpoke ! 
Tell how her manners, by the world refin d, | 
Left all the taint of modiſh vice behind, 
And made each charm of pores courts- agree” 

| Witbcandid Truth's by FEE 


* 


„ © 2 15 Fe 
Tell how to more "Jun manly FO 1 e 
She join'd the ſoft' ning inſlu ente 
Of more than female tenderneſs: 5 5 
ow, in the thoughileſs days of wealth anda an 
Which oft the cars of others ene | 
Her kindly-meltng heatt, 2 
To every want, and every . 5 105 | 
To guilt itfelf when in.diftrefs, © © #6 
The balm of pity would impart; LIES y FEY: 


— 
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Fen for the kid or Lamb, that aer its 1 | 
Beneath the bloody knife, EEO 
Aer gentle tears would fall. 
Fears, from ſweet Virtue' s Hoey! ee to all. 
Ae. Nai 
Not only akon kind; | 122 
But lirong and elevated was her minde- 
A ſpirit chat with noble Sg LF; 
Could look ſuperior-down” 1 
On fortune's ſmile or Lee je 
That could without regret or . 
J 0o vittue'sdoweſt duty ſacriſice 35 
Oc Intereſt or Ambition's higheſt veiae's $52) 
That injur'd, or offended, never tried - 
Its dignity by vengeance to maintain, 
But by magnanimous diſdain. 
A wit that, temperately OPS 985 
| With inoffenfive light 
ar AN 3 ſhone ; J not ever red 


9 


* * * 1 — * «y*7 5 7 * 


— - —— — — — 


And all relief chat bounty could beſtow? Tünet 
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The derent bensde that Wildes“ ober waly 

And ſweet Behevoience's mild ee 1 

And baſhful modeſty, before it caſ. 

A prudence undeceiving, undeceiw d. 

That nor too little dor too much believ d: wo 

That ſcorn'd unjuſt Suſpicion? s.coward fear, 
And, without weakneſs knew to be ſincere. 

. Such Lucy was, when in her faireſt days, | 

Awidſit th” acclaim of univerſal praiſe. _ 

Ia life's and glory's freſheſt bloom. 

Dea e come e on, and funk ber to * tomb. 
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| So, 3 the filent Bonding of Line lde, 
In the ſoft boſom of Campania! vale, 
When now the wint'ry tempeſts all are fled, 
And genial ſummer breathes her gentle gale, 
The verdant orange lifis its beauteous head; 5 
l From ev'ry branch che balmy flow'rets rise, 4 
On ev'ry bough the golden fi uits are ſeenn; 
| With odours ſweet it fills the ſmiling ſkies, || 
1 The wood nymphs tend it, and th' Idalian queens 
But in the midſt of all its blooming pride, 
A ſudden blaſt from Apennius blows, | 
if Cold with perpetual-ſnows 3. / | 
he tender blighted plant ſhrinks up us leaves, at Gs 
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Ante, 0 Petrarch! hw the ? Elyſian bow! "; ON 


| 
if | | Wich dever fading my riles twin'd, 
| | 3 | And fragant 1 with ambroſial * ING 
. | | | IF DD Where 
| 1 11 . 
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With pledges dear, and with a father's tender names 


n 3 O beſt 
- ; * * N | 
* * » * 2 p 


Where tothy Laurs: ** again art join'd ;_ 
Ariſe, and hither bring the filverlyre, 
Tun'd by thy ſkilful hand, 
To the ſoft notes of elegant deſite, 
With which o'er many a land 1 
Was ſpread the fame of thy diſaſtrous love ; 
To me refign the vocal ſhell, . 
And teach my ſorrows to relate 
Their melancholy tale ſo well, 
As may e*en things inanimate, fy 
Hou mountain na and deſart ne to v move. 


* 


What wane, hin ! hea woes, . to mine 2 
To thee thy miſtrefs in the bliſsful band 
Of Hymen never gave her hand; 
The joys of wedded love were never , 
In thy domeſtic care Ea bet 20 . 
She never eee n e 
Nor with endearing art i nn 
Would heal thy wounded heart , TD E389 
Of every ſecret grief that feſter'd there: 3 
Nor did ber fond affeQion on the bd 
Of ficknelz watch thee, and chy laaguid head 
Whole nights on her unweatied arm ſaſlain, 
And charm away the ſeole of pain: 
Nor did {he crown your mutual flame 


— 


- 
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Ho can my ſoul endure the loſs of thee 7 J 


Eben the delightful ſenſe of well: earn'd praiſe, | 
Uoſhar'd by thee, no more my de 8 2 8 coul 
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O ben of wives! O dearer far to me | 
Than when thy virgin charms r 
Were yielded to my arm; N 


a 


How in the world, to me a deſart grown, 
Abandon'd and alone, 

Without my ſweet companion can I live ? 
Wuhout thy lovely ſmile, 

The dear reward of every virtuous toil, Oo 

What pleaſures now can pall'd Ambition give ? 


— 


fe. 0 


N my „ Adam dled G 
What ſuccour can I find 7p | 
On whom for conſolation ſhalt 1 call? 
Support me, ev 'ry\friend; © of 
Your kind aſh llance lend, W 5 


Io bear the weight of this oppteſiye woes 


Alas! each friend of mine, 
My dear departed love, ſo much was thine, 
That none has any comfort to beſtow. 
My books, the beſt relief 
In every dther grief, | 
Are now with your idea ſadden'd all: 
Each favourite author we together read 


My tortur'd memory wounds, a and — of Lucy dead, 


VV 


d. 


We were the 3 pait cok human kind: 83 
The rolling year its various courſe perform; d. 
And back return'd again! 
Another, and another, ſmiling came, 
And ſaw,our happineſs unchang'd reaſain, 5 
Still in her golden chain . 
f Harmonious Concord did our wiſhes bind: 
Our ſludies, pleaſures, talle, che ſame. 4 
O fatal, fatal ſtroke! | 
That all this pleaſing fabric Love had rais 'd 
Of rare felicity, 
On which even wanton Vice . envy gaz d, | 
And every ſcheme of bliſs our hearts had formd. 
With ſoothing hope for many a future 447, | a 
In one ſad moment broke! _ 8 
Vet, O my ſoul! thy riſing murmurs Nay 3 * 
Nor dare th' all- wiſe Diſpoſer to arraign, 
Or againſt his ſupreme decree 
With! impious grief complain. 
That all thy full-blown joys at once ſhould fade, 
Was his moſt righteous will—and be that will wy d. 


Would thy fond love * grace to her conttoul; 
And, in theſe low abodes of fin and pain, | | 
Her pure exalted ſoul, 
Unjuſtly, for thy partial good, detain 7 
No rather ſtrive thy grovelling mind to raiſe 
Up to that en bl wy | 
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That heavenly radiance of eternal light, = 
In which enthron'd ſhe now with pity ſees, 
- How frail, how inſecure, bow ſlight t,, 
Is every mortal bliſs; . 
Even Love itſelf, if rifing by degrees 
Beyond the bounds of this imperfeR late, 
Whoſe fleeting joys fo ſoon mult end, 
It does not to its ſovereign good aſcend, 
 Rifethen, my ſoul, with hope elate, 5 
And ſeek thoſe regions of ſerene delight, 5 
"Whoſe peaceful path, and ever · open gate, 
No feet but thoſe of harden'd Guilt ſhall miſs : 
There Death himſelf thy Lucy ſhall reftore ; 
There yield up all his pow'r ne'er to divide you more. 
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A Sacred Eclogue. i 
By, ALEXANDER POPE, . Es9: 
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VE Nymphe of Solyma ! begin the ſong: 

To heavenly themes ſublimer ſtrains belong. 
The moſly fountains and the ſylvan ſhades, 
The dreams of Pindus and th' Aonian maids, 
Delight no more-—O Thou my voice inſpire, _ 
Who touch d Laiab's hallow'd lips with fre! 8 
1 . Rapt 


— 


2 


1 
R apt into future times, che bard boy: » 
A virgin ſhalt eonceive, à Virgin bear a 805 r 


From Jeſſe's'root bebold a'branthariſe, - 


And on its top deſcends the myſtie Dove. 


Ve heav'ns! from high the dewy nettar pour, 
| And. in ſoft ſilenee ſhed the kindly fHO) r! 


2 
$4 5 - 
— 3 . 


| Whoſe facred/ flour with fragrarice ll the ken; 
Th' ethereal ſpirit'oe'r its leaves ſhall more, 


The ſick and weak the healing plant ſhall ad, 


From florms a ſhelter; and from Heat a ſhnade. 
All crimes ſhall ceaſe, and aptient fraud ſhall fail, 
Returning Juſtice lift aloft her ſeale ; 
Peace o'er the world her olive wand extend, N 
And white röb'd Innocence from heav'n deſcend. 3 


— . 


Swift fly the years, and riſe th? expefied worn! 


Oh ſpring to light, auſpicioas Babe, be born ! 


See Nature 'haſtes her earlieſt Wreaths tobring, | 
With all the incenſe of the breathing ſpring: 


See lofty Lebanon' his bead advanc | 
See nodding foreſts on the mountains dance 3 


See ſpicy clouds from lowly Saron riſe, 


And Carmel's flow! ry top perfumes the ſkies oF 
Hark ! a glad rs the lonely de ſart cheers ; 2 


Prepare the way ! a. God, A God 2 1 
A God, a God ! the vocal hills reply: 


The rocks proclaim, ny approaching, Det. 


Lo, earth receives bim from the bending ſkies 2 


£ 


5 
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Sink down, ye mountains, and, ye vallies, riſe! 
Vol. IV. 1 ws x; 
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With heads declin'd, ye cedars, homage pay; 


Be ſmooth, ye rocks; ye rapid floods, give way! 


The Saviour comes ! by antient bards foretold ; 


Hear bim, ye deaf! and, all ye blind, behold ! 


He from thick films ſhall purge the viſual ray, 

And on the ſighileſs eye-ball pour the day: 

*Tis he th' obſtrufted paths of found ſhall clear, 
And bid' new muſic charm th* unfolding ear ; 

"The dumb ſhall fing, the lame his crutch forego, 
And leap exulting like the boundi ng roe. 

No ſigh, no murmur, the wide world ſhall hear; 
From ev'ry face he wipes off ev'ry tear. 
In adamantine chains ſhall. death be bound, 


And hell's grim tyrant feel th' eternal wound.” 
As the good ſhepherd tends his fleecy care, 


Seeks freſheſl paſture, and che purell air, 


Z Explores the loft, the wand'ring ſheep, direfts, 
By day o'erſees them, and by night protetis: 


The tender lambs he raises in his arms, 


| Feeds f rom his hand, and in his bolom warms : 


Thus ſhall mankind his guardian care eng 3 
The promis'd father of the ſuture age. 74 
No more ſhall nation againſt nation riſe, 
Norardent warriofs meet with hateful eyes, 


Nor fields with gleaming fieel be cover'd oer, 
-The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more; 


But uſeleſs lances into-ſcythes, ſhall bend, 

And the broad faulchion in a [ot <a end, 
Then palaces ſhall riſe 3.:the joy fal fon _ PHT 
Shall finiſh what his ſhort-liv'd lire begun 4' | 


Theie 


Their vines a ſhadow to their race ſhall yield, 
And the ſame hand that fow'd ſhall reap the field. 
The ſwain in barren defarts, with ſurprize, 

See lilies ſpring, and fudden verdure riſe ; 

And ſtarts amidſt the thirſly wilds to hear 

New falls of water mutmuring in his ear. 

On rifted rocks, the dragon's late abodes, _ 
The green reed trembles, and the bulruſh nods. 
Walle ſandy valleys, once perplex d __ thorn, 

The ſpiry fir and ſhapely bot adorn; - © ©: 

To leaflefs ſhrubs the flow'ring palms dere. 

And od'rous myrtle to the noiſome weed. 

The lambs with wolves ſhall graze the verdant mead, 

And boys in flow'ry bands the tyget lead; 

The ficer and hon at one crib ſhall meet, 

And harmleſs ſerpents hek the pilgrim's feet, 

The ſmiling infant in his hand ſhall take 

The creſted bafiliſk and ſpeckled ſnake, 

Pleas'd the green luſtre of their ſcales ſurvey, - 

And with their forky tongue ſhall innocently play. 

Riſe, crown'd with light, imperial Salem, riſe! 

Exalt thy tow'ry head, and lift thy eyes! | 

See a-long race thy ſpacious c6urts ado rn  * 

See future ſons and daughters yet unborn, 

In crowding ranks on ev'ry lide ariſe, 

Demanding life, impatient. for the ſkies ! 

See barb'rous nations at thy gates attend, 

Walk! in thy light, and in thy Wop bend . 


pe * 
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See thy bright altars chrong' d with poſlrate hn, * 
Aud beap'd with produttis of Sabzan ſprings! , a 
For thee Idume* s {ſpicey ſoreſis blow, TI 
And ſeeds of gold in Ophir's mountains for. 
See heav 'n its ſparkling portals. wide diſplay, 
| And break upon thee in a flood of dax. 
No mere the riſing Sun ſhall | gild the morn, 
Nor ev'niag Cynthia ll her ſilver horn, 
But loſt, diſſolv da thy ſuperior rays, 
One tide of glory, one _unclouded blaze 
*  Oferflow thy courts : the Light himſelfſhall ſhine 
| Reveal'd, and God's s eternal day be chine “ wb 
The ſeas ſhall waſte, the ſkies in ſmoke ye 
1 Rocks fall to duſt, and mountaibs melt ay; 8 80 
But fix'd his word, his faving power iemains: l 
Thy realen for exerlalls, thy own Meſliab * 


| od ' 


SONNET TO TWILIGHT, 
» M1S$ WILLIAMS. 15 


Ke. Mr K Twilight belle to fad the Gar ray, | 
And bring the hour my penſive ſpirit 822 * 
When o'er the hill is ſhed a palet da, 
That gives to ſtillneſs, and to night, the =P 
Ah] let the gay the roſeate morning hail ;. 
| When, in the various blooms of ghtarray'd,' 
| She bid freſh beauty live along the vale, « FLEE" 
And WE tremble i in n theovocal ſhade ; 2 | 


-- 


Sweet 
* 


Wakes the ſoft tear tis ſuxury to ſhed, iy 


L * 
Sweet is the lucid morning's op'ning flow'r, - 
Her choral melodies bemignly riſe, 
Yet dearer to my ſoul the ſhadowy hour, {#] 
At which her bloſſoms cloſe, her muſic ieee: 14 
For then mild nature, while ſhe droops her head, 


* 
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FAIR PILGRIM. 
By EDWARD WILLIAMS. 


HE Charmer of ſweet Mona's® iſle, 
With Death attendant on ber ſaile, 
Intent on pilgrimage divine, 052 6 a 
| Speeds to Saint David's holy ſhrine ; n 
Too conſcious of a ſiaful mind, 
And hopes ſhe may forgiveneſs kad. 

What haſtithou done, thrice lovely * ? ? 
What crimes can to thy charge be laid? i 
Didſt thou comemn the ſuppliant pot, 
Drive helpleſs orphans from thy dor, 
Vnddteous to thy Parent prove, | 
Or yield thy charms to lawleſs love ? 
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e Iſle of Angleſea, 


noe 
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No, Mowid, ne; thy gentle breaſt 18 


* 


Was form'd to pity the diftcefs'd ;: 
| Has ne'er one thought, one feeling dee, | 
That Virtue could not call her own 
Nor hift thou cauſ'd a parent” s pain 
Till quitting now thy native plain. 
Vet, lovely nymph, thy way purſue, 
And keep repentance full in view; 
Yield not thy tongue to cold reſtraints 
But lay thy ſoul before the Saint; 
Oh ! tell him that thy lover dies; 
On death's cold bed unpitied ies; © an 
Murdered by thee, rlentleſs maid, - - , - * 
And to th'untimely grave convey ” 2 
But ere he's number'd with the dead 
Ere yet his lateſt breath is fled ; $49 
Confe(s* repent, thou cruel fair, 8 
And hear, for once, a loyer prayer. 1 
So may the Saint witear benign, | 
Sweet penitent, attend to thine. | 
Thou ſoon muſt ovex Menai#go ;/ | | 
May ev'ry current ſoftly flow,, _. -/ 
Thy little bark ſecurely. glide. . 
Swift o'er r the * e tide ; 
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Unruffled be thy geaile breaſts. 
Without one fear to break thy telt, 
Till thou art ſaftely wafted o'er, 

To bold Aryonia's} to Ting ſhore. 
O! could I guard My lovely form 
Safe through yon deſar, the ſtorm, 
Where fiercely rage eneount'ring gales, 
And whirlwinds tend th' affrighted vales: 
Sons of the tempeſt, ctaſe to-blow, +: - 
Sleep in your cavern'd glens belowsz - 
Ye ſtreams, that with terrific ſound; _ 
Pour from your thouſand hills around, 
Ceaſe with rude clamours to ane; 
A gentle pilgrim on her war 
Peace! rude Traeth Maur; es urge 
C'er thy wild ſtrand the ſweeping ſurge . 764 
'Tis Morvid on thy beach appears, + | 245 
She dreads thy wrath—ſhe.owns: her: 1 32 r 
O ! let the meek repentant mad 2 wort 
Securely through thy io aide, {237,008 
Traeth Bychen, check thy dreadful inn 
And bid thy foaming waves e cd -- 
Tull, from thy threat'ning dangers fred | 
My charmertrips the flow'cy mead, -- — — 
Then bid again, with ſullen roar,. CAA LOTT Oe. 
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Thy billows laſh the * ſhore, * NT TEN 3h 
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Abermo,* from thy: rocky bay, 
Drive each tercific ſurge away: 


Though sunk beneath thy billows lie 


Proud fanes that once affail'd the ſky, 


Daſh'd by thy foam, yon veſtal braves, 
The dangers of thy burſting waves. 


O! Cyrie,+ ſee my lovely fair 


Couſign'd to thy paternal care; 

Rebuke'the raging ſeas, and land 

My Morvid on yon friendly ſtrand, 
Dyſſynni, f tame thy furious tide,. 


Eix'd at thy ſource in peace abide ;- ES 


She comes—O |. greet her with a ſmile !. 
The charmer of ſweet Mona's iſle, — 
So may thy limpid hills around, | 
Purl down their dells with ſoothing ſound, 


Sport on thy boſom, and diſplay 


Their cryſtal to the glittering day 3, 


Nor ſhrink from Summer's parching fun, 
Nor, chain'd in ice, forget to run. f 
So may tby verdant marge aloag 
Mervinia's I Bards in raptur d ſong 


* 
8 * — 


4 dangerous rocky bay in Merionethfrire, 


4 A river in — running through a 1 
#iful country. 5 


I. Merioneihſtire. 


+ The patron Saipt of the Welſh mariner. 
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Duel on thy bold majeſlic ſeene, 

Huge hills, vaſt woods, andwallies green, 

Where revels thy enchamingdtream, 1 

The lover's taunt, the poer's theme. © © 
Thou, Dini, dangerous and deep, . 
On beds of ooze unruffled ſleep |. - 
O'er thy green waye my Morvid dib; : 
Conduct her ſafe, ye gentle galesg,. 1... 442 
Charm'd with her'beavties, waſt her oer 
To fam'd Ceredig's esse, a Fd e 


Foaming Rhedoil, rage no more 7 6) 
Down thy rocks with echo'd roar ; ! 3 Fe 
Be ſilent, . Yilwyth, in thy meads, e : 
Slide ſoftly through chy peaceful en. 5 
Nor bid thy dells rude Acton ring, = * 
But halt at thy maternal ſpting z | 
Hide from the nympb, ye torrents wild, GOIN F 
Or wear, like her, an aſpett mild; „ Ml 
For her light ſteps clear all your ways: 33 h i 
O! liſten! 'tis a lover. prays! F 40 
Now ſafe beneath, ſerener ſkies, 1 


Where ſofter beauties charm her eyes, 

; 
„She Teivi's+ verdant region roves, * M 
View, verdant meads and penſile groves; ;; 


31233 
———— — a 
* A large river, dividing ue alli, from Cardi- £4 
gang. \ j. 
+ 4 large river dividing the counties of c abe. and 
Pembroke, 58 : rn 
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1 
Ve lovely ſcenes, to Morvid's heart, 
Warm thoughts of tenderneſs impart, 
Such as in buſy tumults roll, - 
When love's confuſion fills the ſoul. 

Her wearied ſtep, with awe profound, 
Now treads Menevia's honour'd ground. 
At David's ſhrine, now, lovely maid, 
| Thy pious oriſons are paid-: h 

He ſees the ſecrets of thy breaſt, 

One fin, one only, ſtands con feſs'd, 
One heinoud guilt, that, ruthleſs, gave 
The hopeleſs lover to the grave. 
Thy ſoftened boſom now relenis, g 
Ol all ts cruelty repents, HTS 
| Gives to remorſe the fxrvert ""Y FRETS | 
Sweet pity's tear bedews thine eyes 

Now love lights up its ballow'd fire, 

Melts all thy heart with chaſte defire ; 

Whilſt in thy ſoul new feelings burn, 

O! Morvid, to thy Bard Nan; 

One tender look will cure his pain, 

Will bid him riſe to life agaih, 

A life like that of Saints above, 

Extatic joy, and endleſs love. 
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DAY or JUDGMENT. C 


4 Seatonian Prize Poem. 


By De. SET 


HY Juſtice, heav- bs King! 5 that great , 
When virtue, long abandon'd and ſorlorn, 

Shall raiſe her penſive head; and vice, that erſt 
Rang'd unreprov'd and free, ſhall fink appall'd ; 
I ſing advent'rous—But what eye can pierce 
The vaſt immeaſurable realms of ſpace, | ; 
O'er which Meffiah drives his flaming car 
To that bright region, where enthron'd he ſits, - 
Firſt-born of Heav'n, to judge aſſembled worlds, 

Clock'd in celeſtial radiance? Can the Muſe, 

her feeble wing all damp with earthly der, ö 
Soar to that bright empyreal, where around 
Myriads of angels, God's perpetual choir, | 1 
Hymns hallelvjahs, and in concert loud | 1 - _ 
Chaunt ſongs of triumph to their Maker's praiſe — | 
Yet will I firive to ſing, albe it unus d 
To tread poetic foil. - What though the wiles 
Of Fancy me enchanted, ne'er could lure 
To rove o'er Fairy lands; to ſwim the flreams | | 
That through her valleys wave their mazy way: 4 


N EY i 


- W 


* 1 % * _” 


- f T * et” id „ „ = 
. 


3 
F nn 
: 


"i 2 Of clicb her mountain tops; yet will [raiſe 
* My feeble voice to tell what harmony . 
{Sweet as the -mulic of the rolling ſpheres), - 


_ * 
” 


May hope her promis'd crown ;:that vice may r died” 
Vengeance, though late; that reas ning Pride may on 
Juſt, though unſearchable, the ways of Heav'n. 


k That divine particle which-God's oon breath 


Aunnihilate, ill Duration has unroll'd 1 5 FE 2 
Her never-ending. line; tell, if thou know, 3 


Have feign'd a patadiſe of mitth and;Jove, IP 
Banquets _ blooming vymphs ? Or rather tell, 4 


8 Tell, why on unknown evil grief attends, 


1 


4 


Attunes the moral A that Views Rill 


Sceptic! whoe'er thou art, who fay'ft the foul, 


Inſpir'd into the mortal maſs, ſhall reſt 


Why every nation, every: clime, thaugh all 

In laws, in rites, in manners diſagree, 

With one conſent expeC&another world, — | 
Where wickedneſs ſhall weep ? Why Paynim bards | 
Fabled Ely ſian plains, Tartatean lakes, | 

Styx and Cocytus?, Tell, why Hali's $ ſons... 


Why, on the brink of Orellana' 8 fream,... 

Where never ſciencerear'd her ſacred dorch, 

Th' untutor'd Indian dreams of happier worlds 
Behind the ud - topt hill 7 Why in each breaſt 
Is plac'd a friendly monitor, that Pompeo: | 
Informs, direfts, encourages, forbids ? 7 


Orjoy on ſecret good ? Why conſeience acts 
With tenfold force, when ſickne ſs, 2ge, or pain | 
"Stands 


[5 1 
Stands doll cing on the precipice of death ? 
Oc why fach horror gnaws the guilty foul” 
Of dying ſinners, while the good. man Ulceps | 
Peaceful and calm, and witch à ſmile « expires? 
Look round the world! with what a partial hand 
The ſcale of blifs and misty is ſuſtain'd! 
Beneath the ſhade of cold obſcurity | 
Pale Virtue lies; no arm ſupports her head, 
No friendly voice ſpeaks comfort to her foul, 
Nor loft-eyed Pity drops a melting tear; | 
But, in their ſtead, Contempt and rude Diſthis 
Inſult the baniſh'd wanderer: on ſhe goes, 
N eglefied and forlorn : Diſeaſe and Cold, 
And Famine, worſt of ills, her ſteps attend! 
Yet un, and to Heaven's juſt will reſigi d, 7 
She ne'er is ſeen to weep, « or heard to lig. 1 5 1 


Now turn your eyes to yon ſweet-ſmelling bow'r, 
Where, fluſh'd with all the tnldlenct of wealth, 
Sits pamper'd Vice? For bim'the Arabian 2 
Breathes forth delicious odours; Gallia's hills 
For him pour nettat from the putple vine. 
Nor think for theſe he pays the tributes due 
To-Heav'n: of Heav 'n he never names the name, 
Save when with imprecations dark and ite" 
He points his jeſt obſcenit;” Vet buxom Health | 
Sits. on his roſy chee k; 'yet'Honout gilds 
His high exploits ; and downy-pinion'd fleep ep 
Sheds a ſoft opfate o'er his þeicefhl c. 
IV. 14. 72 JU. | 
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1 Heroes and patriarchs, ſlaves and ſcepter'd king, 


Tot]. 


Seeſt thou this. righteous Father! ſeeſt thou this, 


- And wilt thou ne'er.repay ? Shall good and ill 


Be carried undillinguiſh'd to the land 
Where all things are forgot P—Ah, oe”, the day 
Will come, when Virtue from the cloud ſhall burſt, 


That long obſcur'd her beams; ; when Sin ſhall fly. 


Back to 3 native Hell; there ſink eclips'd- 
In penal darkneſs ; where no flar ſhall riſe, 
Nor ever ſunſhine pierce th' impervious gloom. 

Oa that greatday the ſolemn trump ſhall ſound, 
(That trump which once in heav'n, on man's revolt 
Convok'd th' aſtoniſh'd feraphs) at whoſe voice 


Th unpeopled graves hall pour forth all their dead, 


Then ſhall th' aſſembled nations of the earth _ 
From ev'ry quarter of the judgment-ſeat - 
Unite; Egyptians, Babylonians, Greeks, 


Parthians; and they who dwelt on Tyber's banks, . 


Names fam'd of old: or who of later age, 
Chineſe and Ruſſian, Mexican and Turk, 93 
Tenant the wild terrene; and they who pitch 
Their tents on Ni iger's banks; or, where the ſun 


Pours on Golconda's ſpires his early light, / 
Drink Ganges“ ſacred ſtream, At once ſhall riſe, 
Whom diſtant ages to each others ſight 


Had long denied: before the throne ſhall kneel 
Some great Progenitor, while at his fide | 


Stand his deſcendants through a thouſand lines. 


*Whate'er their nation, and whate'er: their rank, 


With 


th 
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With equal eye the God of all ſhall ſee, 


And Judge with equal | love. What though the great 8 


With coſtly pomp and aromatic ſweets 


Embalm'd his poor remains; or through the dome £2 


A thouſand tapers ſhed their gloomy light, - 
While ſolemn.organs to his parting ſoul 
Chaunted flow oriſons ? Say, by what mark 
Doſt thou diſcern him from that lowly ſwain 


Whoſe mouldering bones beneath the thorn-bound turf - 


Long lay negleed? All at once ſhall riſe, 

But not to equal glory; for, alas! | 
Win howlings dire and execrations | loud, 
Some wail their fatal birth. Firſi among theſe | 
Behold the mighty murd'rers of mankind : 

They who in ſport whole kingdoms lle w; or they 
Who tott'ring to the pinnacle of power 


Waded through ſeas of blood] how will they curſe _ 
The madneſs of ambiton ! how lament 


Their dear-bought laurels; when the widow'd wife 


And childleſs mother at the judgment ſeat 
Plead trumpet-tongued againſt chem ? here are they 
Who ſunk an aged father to the grave; 8 
Or wich unkindneſs hard, and cold diſdain, 
Slighted a brether's lofferings. Here are they 
W hom fraud and ſkilful treachery long ſecur'd ; 
Whom from the infant virgin tore her dow'r, 
And ate the orphan's bread; who ſpent their ſlores 
In ſelfiſn luxury; or o'er their gold 
Proftrate and pale ador'd the uſcleſs heap, 
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Here too who flain'd the chaſte connubial bed! 12 
Who mix'd the pois'nous bowl ; —or broke the tie 
Of hoſpitable friendſhip; and the wretch 
Vhoſe lifleſs ſoul, ſick with the cares of life, 


Voſummon'd, to the preſence of his God 


P.uſh'd in with inſult rude, How would they joy 
Once more to viſit earth, and though oppreſs'd 
With all that pain and famine can inflict, 

Pant up the hill of life ? Vain wiſh! the Judge | 


Proncunces doom eternal on cheir heads, 


| Perpetual puniſhment! for that th' Almighty will 
Has hid from mortal eyes : and ſhall. vain man 


With curious ſearch refin'd preſume 1 to pry, . - 
Into thy ſecrets, Father? No! let him — 
With humble patience all thy works adore, 


And walk in all thy paths; ſo ſhall his meed 
Be great in heav'n, ſo haply ſhall he ſcape 


Th' immortal worm, and never- ceaſing fre. 
But who are they, who bound i in tenfold chains 
Stand horribly aghall ? 'This 2s that crew 


Who ſlrove to pull Jehovah from his thrane, 


And in the place of heaven's eternal King, 
Set up the phantom Chance. For them in vain 


Alternate ſeaſons cheer'd the rolling year; 


In vain the ſun o'er herb, tree, fruit, and flow'r 
Shed genial influence mild; and the pale moon 
Repair'd her waning orb. Next theſe is plac 'd 


The vile blaſphemer; he whole i impious Wit 


Profan'd the ſacred my ſteries of faith, 
© +4; „ Aud 


Lud 
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And 'gainſt th' impenetrable walls of beav'n 
Planted his feeble battery. By theſe ſtands 


The Arch Apoſtate: he with many a wile 


Exhorts them ſtill to foul revolt. Alas 
No hope have they from black deſpair, no ray 
Shines chrough the gloom to cheer their ſinking ſouls: 
In agonies of grief they curſe the hou. 
When firſt they left Religion's onward way. 
Theſe on che left are rang'd : but on the right 
A choſen band appears, who fought beneath 
The banner. of Jehovah, and dehed _ 


| Satan's united legions. Some unmoy'd 


At the grim tyrant's frown, o'er barb'rous climes | 
Diffus'd the Goſyel's light: ſome long immur'd 
(Sad ſervitude !)|in chains and dungeons pin'd, 
Or, rack'd with all the agonies of pain, FF | 
Breath'd out their faithful lives. Thrice happy dio; | 


W hom heav'n elected to that glorious ſtrife !— 


Here are they plac'd, whoſe kind munificence 


Made heaven-born Science raiſe her drooping head ; 


And on the labours of a future race 


Entail'd their juſt reward. Thou amongſt hoſes. 
Good Seaton! whoſe well-judg'd benevolence. - 


Foſt'ring fair Genius, bade the poet's hand. 


Bring annualofÞ*rings to his Maker ſhrine, 
Shalt find the generous care was not in vain.— 
Here is that fav'rite band, whom mercy mild, 
God's belt-lov'd attribute, adorn'd; whoſe gate 
Stood ever open to the Rranger” s call; 
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Who fed the hungry; to the thirſty hp 
\ Reach'd out the friendly cup; whoſe care benign 
From the rude blaſt fecur'd the pilgrim's fide ; 
Who heard the widow's tender tale, and fhook ' 
The galling ſhackle from the pris'ners feet ; 
Who each endearing tie, each office knew 
Of meek-ey ed, heaven-defcended Charity. 
O Charity, thou nymph divinely fair! 
Sweeter than thoſe whom ancient poets bound 
In amity's indiffoluble chain, 
The Graces! how ſhall 1 effay to paint 
Thy charms, celeſtial maid ! and in rude verſe © 
| Blazon thoſe deeds thyſelf did ne*er reveal ? 
For thee nor rankling Envy can infeR, 4 
Nor rage tranſport, nor high o'erweening pride 
Puff up. with vain conceit : 'ne*erdidft thou ſmile 
Do fee the finner as a verdant tree | 
Spread his luxuriant branches o'er the ſtream; 
While, like fome blaſted trunk, the righteous fall 
Proltrate, forlorn, When prophecies ſhall fail, 
When tongues ſhall ceafe, when knowledge is no es... 
Ard this great day is come, thon by the throne 
Shalt fit triumphant, Thither, lovely maid! 
Bear me, O bear me on thy foaring wing, 
And through the adamantine gates of heav'n 
ConduQ my Reps, ſafe from the frery galph 
And dark abyſs, where Sin and Satan reign! 
But can the Muſe, her numbers all tod weak, 
Tell how that reſlleſi element of fire | 


— 


Shall 
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Shall wage with ſeas and earth Fr 0 war, 
And deluge all creation? Whether (ſo 
Some think) the comet, as through fields of air 
Lawleſs he wanders, ſhall ruth headlong on, 
Thwarting ch“ ecliptic, Where th -unconſcions earth 


Rolls in her wonted-courſe ; whether the ſun 
Wich force centripetal inte hie orb» | - 
Aͤitradt her, long re ludtant; or the caves, 


Thoſe dread volcanos, where engend' ring lie 
Sulphurous minerals, from. their dark abyfs 
Pour flreams of liquid fire; While from above, 


As erſt on Sodom, Heaven's avenging hand 


Rains fierce combuſſ ion. Where are now the works 

Of art, the toil of ages Pa—Where ate now 

Th' imperial cities, ſopulchres, and domes, 

Trophies and pillars ? Where is Egypt's boaſt, 

Thoſe lofty pyramids, which high ia air 

Rear'd their aſpiring heads, to diſtant times 80 

Of Memphian pride a laſting monument; 

Tell me where Athens rais'd her tow'rs ? where Thebes. © 

Open'd her hundred portal Tell me Where 

Stood ſea · girt Albion P where imperial N 

Propt by ſeven hills, ſat Icke a ſceptreil queen, 

And.aw'd the tributary world to peace 7 

Shew me the rampart which oer many a hill, 

Through many a valley, ftretch'd its wide _ . 

Rais'd by that mighty monarch to repel | 

The roving Tartar, when with inſult rude 6 

*Gainſt_Pekin's tow'rs he bent th* unerting bow, © 
| But 


[1 | + 25 
7] nn But what is mimic art 7 E'en Nature's werks, 
Seas, meadows, paſtures, the meand'ring ſtreams, 4, 
5 And everlaſting hills, ſhall be no more. 

| No more ſhall Teneriff, cloud-piercing height! 
O'erhang th' Atlantic ſurge; nor that fam'd cliff, 

ot: Thre' which the Perſian ſieer'd with many a ſail, 
| ; Throw to the Lemnian ile its evening ſhade. 

| O'er half the wide Ægean.— Where are now 

1 The Alps chat confin'd with unnumber'd realms, 


j And from the Black Sea to the ocean ſtream | 
| Stretch'd their extended arms ?—W here's Ararat, 
That hill on which the faithful patriarch's ark, 
Which feven long months had yoyag'd o'er its top, 
Firſt reſted, when the earth with all her.ſons, - 
1 As now by fireaming cataratts of fire, | 
Was wbelm'd by mighty waters?-—All at once, |, 
Are vaniſh'd and difſolv'd; no trace remains, 
No mark, of vain diſtindtion: heaven itſeif, 
That azure vault, with all thoſe radiant obs, 
Sinks in the univerſal ruin loſt. N 
No more ſhall planets round their central ſun 4 
Move in harmonious dance; no more the moon. 
Hang out her ſilver lamp; ; and thoſe fix d ſtars, 
* Spangling the golden canopy of night, 
1 Which oft the Tuſcan, with his optic glaſs. | 3 
Call'd from their wond'rous height, to read their names. 
And magnitude, ſome wing'd miniſler 
Shall quench ; and (ſureſt ſign that all on 1 earth. 


| Ls loſt) ſhall rend from benen che myſlic bow. 


— 


| Such 


\ 
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Such is that awful, that tremendous day, 
Whoſe coming who ſhall tell? For as a thief 
Unheard, unſecn, it ſteals with ſilent pace 


Through night's dark gloom. —Perhaps as here 1 ſit, 


And rudely carol theſe-incondite lays, - 
Soon ſhall the hand be check'd, and dumb the mouth 
That liſps the falt'ring ſtrain.—-O may it ne'er 
Intrude unwelcome on an ill-fpent hour; 
But find ,me wrapt in meditations high, 
H ymoing my great Creator 
— Pow'r Supreme! 
5 0 everlaiing King! to thee I kneel, 
To thee I lift my voice. Wich fervent heat 
c Melt, all ye elements! And thou, high heaven, 
+. Shrink like à hriweh'd ſcroll? But think, O Lord, 
Think on the bet, the nobleſt of thy works; 
© Think on thine own bright image! Think on him 
* Who died to ſave us from thy righteous wrath ; | 
© Aid 'midſt the wreck of worlds remember man!“ 


— —— 
THE RETROSPECT OF LIFE. 
ICHES chance may take or give; 
| Beauty lives a day, and dies; 


Honour lulls us while we live; 


Micch's a cheat, and pfeaſure flies. 
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Is there nothing worth our care, - 3 82 2 
Time, and chance, and death, our foes p -, 
If our joys fo lleeting are, 
Are we only tied. to woes 7 


- 


Let bright virtue — 2 No; 3 
Her eternal pow'rs prevail, 
When honours, riches, ceaſe to flow, - 


And beauty, mirth, and pleaſure fait» 


* 
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An ELEGTAC ODE; 85 
WRITTEN IX THE WOOD NEAR * CASTLE 1762. 


5 By Ma. MICKLE. 


| Haec 0+ Hwa e, Deofque cunfios, 8 
Chem bonam certamgite domum rep erto. HORACE», 


| us peaceful evening breathes her balmy ſtore, 
The play ful ſchool-boys wanton o'erthe green: 
Where ſpreading poplars ſhade the 3 


The villagers in ruſtic j Joy convene. 


Amid the e of the a 
With ſolemn Meditation let me ſtray; 

This is the hour when to the wiſe and good 
The heavenly maid repays the toils of day. 


The 


| 3 
The river murmurs, and the breathing gale 
W hiſpers the gently waving boughs among: 
The ſtar of evening glimmers o'er the dale, 
Ard leads the filent hoſt of Heaven along. 
How bright, emerging o'er yon broom-clad height, 
The ſilver empreſs of the night appears; | 
Yon limpid pool reflefls a flream of light, 
And T in its * the woodland bears. 


Tbe waters MET er their rocky bed, | 
Solemn and conſtant, from yon dell reſound ; 

The lonely hearths blaze o'er the diſtant glade; ; 
The bat, low-wheeling ſkims the duiky ground, 


Auguſt 8 2898. F dale, 
The Gothic abbey rears its ſculptur'd tow'rs; 
Dull thraugh. the roofs reſounds the whiſtling gale, 
Dark ſolitude among the pillare low'rs, 


Where yon "old trees bend o'er a place of graves, 
And ſolemn ſhade a chapel's ſad remains, _ E 
Where yon ſeath'd poplar through the window waves, 
And, twining round, the hoary arch ſuſtains; | 
There oft, at dawn, as one ie forgot behind, 
Who longs to follow, yet unknowing where, 
Some hoary ſhepherd, o'er his ſtaff reclin'd, 


Pores on the graves, and ſighs a brok'n n pray'r,. 


. 1- „ 
High o'er the pines, that with their dark'ning ſhade 
> Surround yon craggy bank, the calle rears | 
Its crumbling turrets; ſlill its towꝰry head 

A warlike! mein, a a ſullen EI wears. 


So, *midlt the ſnow of age, a boaſt ful air 
Still on the war- worn veteran's brow attends ; ; 
Still his big bones his youthful prime declare, 
Tho' trembling o'er the feeble crutch he bends. 


Wild round the gates the duſky wall-flow'rs creep, 
Where oft the knights the beauteous dames have led, 
Gone is the bow'r, the grot a ruin'd heap, _ 

Where _ and ivy o'er the —— ſ bead. 


»Twas here our fires exulting from the fight, 3 
Great in their bloody arms, march'd er the lea, 
_ - Eying their reſcued fields with proud delight! 
Now loſt to them! and abt, how chang'd to me! 


This bank, the river, and the 2 "WY 
The dear idea of my Pollio bring; * 
So ſhone the moon thro? theſe ſoft nodding trees, 
When here we wander'd in the eres of ſpring. 


When April's ſmiles the flow! ry lawn adorn, 
Aud modeſt cowſlips/deck the ſireanilet's fide 3 
, When fragant orchards to the roſeate morn | 
|  Vnfold their bloom, in-heaven's own colours . 
So 


S 
- So fair a bloſſom 0 Pollio wore, * 
Theſe were che emblems of his healthf:;] Wal 
To bim the letter'd page diſplay'd its lore, 
To him bright TRAY all her wealth _—_ d; 


* 
— 


Vim with her pureſi flames the Muſe endow d, 
Flames never to th' illibe ral thought allied : 
- The ſacred ſiſters led where Virtue glow'd 
| In all her charms ; he ſaw, he felt, and died. 


O partner of i my infant griefs and] joys! 
Big with the ſcenes now pall, my heart o'erflows; 
Bids each endearment, fair as once, to riſe, 
And dwells luxurious on her melting woes. 


Of with the cif ſun, Glen life | was new, 
Along the woodland have I roam'd with thee ; 3 

Oft by the moon have bruſh'd the { evening dew, 5 
Wben all was fearleſs innocence and glee. 


The fainted well, wich yon bleak hill declines, 
Has oft been conſcious of thoſe happy hours; 

But now the hill, the river crown'd with pines, | 
And fainted well, have loſt their OY: pow'rs. 


For thou art gone. My guide, my friend! ch where, 
W here haſt thou fled, and left me here behind 7 
My tend'reſt wiſh, my heart to thee was bare; 3. 
Oh no cut off each paflage to my mind ! E | 
Vol. IV. 14. D How 
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Ho dreary is the zuf! ! how dark, how void, 


The trackleſs ſhcres that never were repaſs d! 
Dread ſeparation ! on the depth untried, 
Hope faulters, and the ſoul recoils aghaſt ! 


Wide round the ſpacious heavens I caſt my eyes: 
And ſhall theſe ſtars glow with immortal fire? 
Still ſhine the lifeleſs glories of the {kies 3 
Ih! _ ond thy bright, thy living ſoul expire r 


1 . Far be the thought! The pleaſures moſt ſublime, 
= The gov of friendſhip, and the wirtuous tear, 

| | The tow'ring wiſh that ſcorns the bounds of time, 

! i"  Chill'd in this yam of death, but languiſh here. 

5 

| 1 So plant the vine on Norway's wint'ry land, 

| | 2 The languid flranger .feebly buds and dies: 

$14 Yet there's a.clime where Virtue ſhall expand 

i; Wich godlike Rrength beneath her native ſkies! 


| 
| 
| 10 The lonely ſhepherd-on the . 
2 With patience waits the roſy opening day ; 
| The mariner at midnight's darkſome tide 
| 
| 


With cheerful hope expelis che morning. ny: 


Thus I, on life's torm-beaten ocean toſs'd, 
In mental viſion view the happy ſhore, 
'W hete Pollio beckons to the peaceful coaſt, 
W here fate and death divide the friends no more ! 


Oh 


4 r 
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Oh tat f ſome kind, ſome pitying kindred ſhade, | 


Who now perhaps frequents this folemn grove, 
Would tell the awful ſecrets of the dead, 


And from my e) es the mertal fia remove! 


Vain is the wiſh yet ſurely not in vain 
Man's boſom glows with that celeſtial fire | 
W hich ſcorns earth's/Juxuries, which ſmiles at pain, 
And wings his ſpirit with ſublime defice! 


\ To fan this ſpark of heaven, this ray divine, 
Still, O my ſoul! ſtill be thy dear employ ; _ 
Sull thus to wander thro” the ſhades be thine,- 
And ſwell thy breaſt with viſionary joy ! 


So to the dark-brow'd wood, or ſacred mount, 
In ancient days, the holy ſeers cetir'd ;- 

And, led in viſton, drank at-Siloe's fount, 
While riſing. ecſtacies their boſoms fir'd. 


Reftor'd creation bright before them roſe, 
The burning de ſarts ſmil'd as Eden's plains : . 
One friendly ſhade the wolf and lambkin chole; 
The flow'ry. mountain ſung, * Meſſiah reigns !* 


Tho! fainter raptures'my cold bieall inſpire, 
Yet let me oft frequent this ſolemn ſcene 3 
Oft to the abbey's ſhatter'd walls retire, 


What time the mwoonſhine dimly gleams between. 
D 2 There, 


! 


Oh 


— 
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There, where the croſs in hoary ruin nods, | 
And weeping yews o'erſhade the letter'd ſtones x 
White midnight filence wraps theſe drear abodss, 
And ſoothes me wandering o'er my kindied bones; 


Lg 


Let kind1:d Fancy view the glorious morn, 


When from the burſting graves the juſt ſhall riſe, 
All Nature ſmiling; ard, by angels borne, 
Me ſſiah's croſs far blazing o'er the ſkies! 
J ee ID ante, ——o—— 
* | 
| Foe 4 (oh, D-+A:: S 


By FOHN MIETON.” 


— * 1 — 


4 


E Tor ce more, O ye laurels, and once more, 
Ve myrtles brown, with ivy never ſere, 

I come to pluck your berries harſh and crude, 
And with forc'd fingers rude, 
Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year : : 
Bitter conſtraint, and ſad occaſion dear, 
Compels me to diſturb your ſeaſon due; 
For Lycidas is dead, dead e'er his prime, 
Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer: 
Who would not fing for Lycidas? he knew 
Himſelf to ſing and build the lofty rhime. 
He muſt not float upon his wat'ry bier 


Unwep 


CP: 
Unwept, and welter to the parching wind, 
Without che meed of ſome melodious tear. 


Begin then, ſiſlers of ihè faered well, 
That from beneath the ſeat of Jove doth ſpring, 
Begin, and ſomewhat loudly ſweep the firing. 
Hence with denial vain, and coy excuſe, 
So may ſome gentle Muſe |. 
With lucky words favour my Ry urn; 
ö And as ſhe paſſes turn, 
And bid fair peace be to my fable ſhroud. 
For we were nurſt upon theifelt- ſame hill, 
Fed che lame flock by fountain, ſhade, and rill, + 


Together | both, ere the high lawns appear'd' 
Under the opening eye-lids of the morn; 
We drove a field, and both together heard, 
What time the gray - fly winds her ſultry horn, 
Batt'ning our flocks with the freſh dews of night, 
Oft till the ſtar that roſe at evening bright” 
Tow'rd Heay*ns deſcent had flop'd his weſtring wheel. 
Meanwhile the rural ditties were not mute, 
Temper'd to the oaten flute; 
Rough Satyrs dane'd, and Fauns with cloven heel 
From the glad ſound would not be abſent long, 
And old Damætas lov'd to hear our ſong. 


But, O the heavy change ! now thou art gon 4. 
Unselll Now thou art gone, and never muſt return; 


D 3 | Thee,” 


To tend the homely lighted ſhepherd's trade 4 


a5 


Thee, Shepherd, thee the woods, and dceſart caves: 
Wich wild thyme and the gadding vine o d ergrowny, 


And all their echoes, mourn. 
The willows, and the hazel copſes green, 


Shall now no more de ſeen, 


Fanning their joyous leaves to thy ſoft lay: 8. 
As killing as the canker to the roſe, 


O, taint-worm to the weaning herds that graze; - 


Or froſt to flow'rs, that their gay wardrobe wear, 
When firſt the white-thorn blows ; ' 
— * thy loſs to ſhepherds' ear. 


Where were ye Nymphs, when the remorſele ſs deep! 
Clos'd o'er the head of your lov'd Lycidas 3 


For neither were ye playing on the ſteep; 15 
Where your old bards, the famous Druids, lie, 
Nor on the ſhaggy top of Mona high, 

Nor yet where Deva ſpreads her wizard ſtream: 
Ah me, I fondly dream! 

Had ye been there for what could that have. hs 7 
What could the Muſe herſelf hat Orpheus bore, 
The Muſe herſelf for her enchanting ſon, 

Whom univerſal nature did lament, _ 

When by ihe rout that made. the hideous roar, 
His goary viſage down the ſtream was ſent, 

Down the ſwift Hebrus to the Leſbian, ſhore ?. - 


Alas! what boots it with inceſſant care 


And 


7 | 


LEY 


EE . 


And Arialy meditate the thankleſs Muſe 7 


Were it not better done, as others uſe, - 4x 
To ſport with Amaryllis in the ſhade, a 
Or with the tangles of Nezra's hair? _ _ 


Fame is the ſpur that the clear ſpirit doth raiſe” 
(That laſt inſirmity of noble minds): 


To ſcorn delights, and live laborious days; 
But the fair guerdon whom we hope to find, | 

And think to burſt out into ſudden blaze, 
Comes the blind Fury with tb“ abhorred ſhears, 
And ſlits the thin-ſpun life. But not the praiſe, | 
Phoebus replied, and touch'd my trembling, ears; 
Fame 1s no plant that grows on. mortal ſoil, 

Nor in the gliſt'ring ſoil 

Set off to the world, nor in i broad rumour lies, 
But lives and ſpreads aloft by thoſe pure eyes, 
And perfect witneſs of all- judging love; 


As he pronounces laſtly on each deed,. 
Of ſo much fame in Heaven expect thy meed. 


O fountain Arethuſe, and thou honour'd floods, 
Smooth-ſliding, Mincius, crown'd with vocal reeds, 
That ſtrain I heard was of a higher mood; 


But now my oat proceeds, 


And liſtens to the herald of the ſea 


That came in Neptune” $ plea ; . 

He aſk'd the waves, and aſł d the felon winds, 
What hard miſhap had. doom'd this gentle ſwain ? 
And queſtion'd ev'ry guſt of rugged winds . 


That blows from off each beaked promontory, | They 
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They: knew nat of his ſtory, 
And ſage Hippotades their anſwer brings, 
That not a blaſt was from his dungeon ſtray'd, 


z!ue air was calm, and on the level brine 


Sweet Panope with all her fiſters play'd; 
It was that fatal and perfidious bark 


Built in th eclipſe, and rigg'd with curſes dark, 


That ſunk ſo low that ſacred head of thine. - 5 


Next Camas, reverend fire, went footing ſlow,” 
His mantle hairy; and his bonnet ſedge, 
Inwrought with figures dim, and on the edge 
Like to that ſanguine flow'r inſcrib'd with woe. 


Ah! who hath reft (quoth he) my deareſt pledge > 


Laſt came, and laſt did go, D 
The pilot of the Galilean lake; 


Two maſly keys he bore of metals twain, | 


(The golden opes, the iron ſhuts amain) 
He ſhook his witred locks, and Rern he ſpake; 
How well could I have ſpar'd for thee, young — 


Eno of ſuch as for their bellies fake 


| | | Creep, and intrude, aud climb into the fold?” 


Of other care they litiſe reck*ning make, 

Than how to ſcramble at the ſhearers' feafſ}; 

And ſhove away the worthy bidden gueſt ; 

Blind mouths! that ſcarce themſclves e how to hold 
A ſheep-hook; or have learn'd bught elſe the leaſt ' 


"That to the faithful herdman's art belongs! 


What recks it them? What need they They are ſped; 
| And; 


7 722 . N [> * — 5 * 
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And, 6 they liſt, their lean and flaſhy. ſongs | 

Crete on their ſcrannel pipes of wretched Hra . 

T: he hungry ſheep look up, and are not fed, 

But ſwoln wich wind, aud the-rauk mill. they draw, 

Rot inwardly, and foul contagion ſpread: 

Beſides what the grim, wolf with. privy paw 

Daily devours apace, and nothing ſaid, 

But that two-handed; engine at the door 

Stands ready to ſmite once, and ſmites no more. 

Return, Alpheus, the dread. voice is paſty 

That ſhrunk thy ſtreams; return, Sicilian Muſe, 

And call the vales, and bid ther hither caſt 

Their bells and flowrets of a thouſand hues. 

Ye valleys low, where the mild whiſpers uſe 

Of ſhades and wanton, winds, and guſhing brooks, 

Oa whoſe freſh, lap the ſwart ſtar ſparely looks, 
Throw hither all your, quaint enamell'd eyes, 

That on the green turf ſuck the honied ſhow'rs,. 

And purple all the ground with vernal flow” rs. 

Bring the rathe primroſe that forſaken dies, 

The tufted crow - toe, and pale jeſſamine, 

The white- pink, and the panſy ance with jet, 

Tle glowing violet, 

The muſk-roſe, and the b e woodbine, 

With cowflips wan that hang the penſive head, 

And every flow'r that ſad embroidery wears: 

Bid Amaranthus all his beauty ſhed, | 

And daffadillies fill their, cups with tears, | 

To flirew che laureat hearſe where Lycid lies. 
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For ſo to interpoſe a little eaſe, 
Let our frail thoughts dally with falſe ſurmiſe. 
Ah me! Whilſt thee the ſhores, and ſounding ſeas: 
Waſh far away, where'er thy dones are hurl'd, 
Whether beyond the ſtormy Hebrides, 
| Where thou perhaps under the whelming tide 
| ; Viſir'it the bottom of the monſtrous world ; 
| Or whether thou, to our moſt'vows denied, 
bl Sleep'ſt by the fable of Bellerus old, | 
#4} Where the great viſion of the guarded mount” 
| | | Looks tow'rd Namancos and Bayona's hold ; 

1 ook home ward Angel now, and melt with ruth :: 
F $i. And, O ye Dolphins, waft the hapleſs youth. ; 
14 | 


| þ | Weep no more, woful ſhepherds; weep no more; - 
1 For Lycidas your ſorrow is not dead; 
I Sunk though he be beneath the wat'ry floor; 
So links the day-ftar in the ocean bed, 
And yet anon repairs his drooping head. 
And tricks his beams, and with new f pangled ore 
Hl Flames in the forehead of the morning ſæy; ; 
So Lycidas ſunk low; but mounted high, 
|] Thro' the dear might of him that walk'd the waves, 
Wy Where other groves and other ſtreams along, 
| Wich neQaar pure his 00zy locks he laves, 
And hears the unexpreſſive nuptial ſong. 
In the bleſt kiagdoms meek of joy and love, 
ere entertain him all the ſaints above, 
rn ſolemn troops, and ſweet ſocieties, . 


That- 


E 
That ſing, and ſinging in their glory move, 
And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes. 
Now, Lycidas, the ſhephe rds weep no more; 
Henceforth thou art the genius of the ſhore, 
In thy large recompence, and ſhalt be good 
To all that wander in that perilous flood, - 


Thus ſang the uncouth ſwain to th* oaks and rills, 
While the ſlill morn went out with ſandals gray, 
He touch'd the tender ſtops of various quills, 
Wich eager thought warbling his Doric lay: 
And now the ſun had firetch'd out all the hills, 
And now as dropt into the weſlern bay; 
At laſt he roſe, and twitch'd his mantle blue: 
To-morrow to freſh woods, and paſtures new, 


THE BREWER'S COACHMAN. 
By Mr. TAYLOR. 


ONEST William, an eaſy and good-natur'd fellow, 
Would a little too oft get a litile too mellow, 

Body .coachman was he to an eminent brewer— 
No better e'er ſat on a box, to be ſure, 
His coach was kept clean, and no mothers ar nurſes 
Took that care of their babes that he took of his horſes, 
He had theſe—ay, and fifty good qualities more . 
But the bufineſs of tippling could ne'er be got Ger: 


* | " 
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So his maſler effeftually menädbd the müttef, 
By hiring a man that drank nothing but water, 
New, William, ſays he, you ſte the plain caſe} 
Had you drank as he does, you'd keep a good place. 
Drink water ! quoth William had all men done fo, wh 
You'd never have wanted à coachman, I Iro]. : 
They're ſoakers, like me, whom you load with reproaches, 
That enable you brewers to ride in Longs coaches, 


| T H * 0 
MYNSTRELLES SONG- IN | ELLA, 
A TrxAcYCAL ExtzkLvSe. - | 


By THOMAS CHATTERTON. 


! Synge untoe my roundelaie, 

O! Aroppe che bry nie teare wy the mee, 
Daunce ne moe atte halle daie, : 
Lucke a reynynge“ ryver beez. , - : 

Mie love ye deddes . 2 £7 
Gonne to hys deaihe-bedde, : 
All under the wyllowe tree. 


Black hys cryne f as the 8 
Whyte hys rodef as the ſommer ſnowe, 
Rodde hys face as the mornynge lyghte, 1 
Cale he hes ynne the 42 belove ; „ 


—— — 


* Running, + Hair, 7 Complexion, 


» 
: 
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| Mie love ys:dedde, 

Sonne to hys deathe-bedde, 
Al under the wyllowe tree; 


'Swete bys tongue as, the throſtles note, 
Quycke ynne daunce a8 thought cann bee, 


| * Defie hys taboure, -codgelle' ſlote, 


Ol! hee lys bie the wyllowe tree: 
Mie love ys dedde, 
Gonne co hys deathe-bedde, 
Al under the * tree: 


Harke! a ravenne-lappes ARSE 
In the briered dell belowe; 


Harke I thodethe-owle loude ddthe ſynge, 
To the ny ghte-mares as heie goe; 
Mie dove ys dedde, 
Gonne to hys deatherbedde, 
2 underiths 2 * 


| See! the whyte essen onne hie ; 
Whyterre cenie ue laves:ſhrouds 3 
 Whyterre yannethenporagngealkic, 
"won yanne the evening en. 
My love ys dedde, 
Gonne:t@hyadoath-bedde, | 
«Abunderthe-wyllewe tree. 


—— 
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| | Nee one hallie ſeyncte to ſave 


— * 


* 


if 50 


Heere, upon mie true loves grave, 


Schalle the baren fleurs be layde, 


Al the celneſs of a myade. ; 
Mie love ys dedde, 
Gonne to hys deathe-bedde , 
Al under the wyllowe tree. 


Wy the mie hondes I'll dent the brieres 


Rounde his hallie corſe to gre, 
Ouphante fairie, lyghte your fy res, 
Heere mie boddie fiylle ſchalle bee. 

Mie love ys dedde. 
Gonne to bys deathe-bedde, 
Al under the wyllowe tree. 


Comme, wythe acorne coppe and thorne, 


. 


Drayne- nie hanys blodde awaie ; » 
Lyfe & all yes goode, L 1 feorne, 
Daunce bie nete, or feafte by daie, 
Mie love ys dedde, © 
Gonne to hys e ef 75 
Al under the . tree. 


; = 1 7 


8 tches, crownde nk yes, | 


Bere mee to-yer-leathalle tyde; - 
I die; I comme; mie true love waytes, 
Thos the damſelſe Lana and 1 
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ODE ro-T7hz GENIUS OF SHAKESPEARE. 
By Mr. OGTLVUTE. © 
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APT from the glance of more} eye, 
g Say, burſt thy Genius to the world of light 2. 
Sake; it yon ſtar-beſpangled ſky ? 
Or ſkims its fields with rapid flight? 
Or, mid yon plains where Fancy firays, nn 
Courts it the balmy breathing gale? -- TAE 
Or where the violet pale | | iy 
Droops o'er the green-embroider'd fiream ; 
Or where young Zephyr ſtirs the raſlling ſprays, 
Lies all diſfolv'd in fairy dream. Sa 3 


Ober yon bleak deſart's unfrequented rounxsg 
Seeſt thou where Nature treads the deep' ning gloom,” 
Sits on yon hoary tow'r with ivy crown d.,. 2 


Or wildly wails o'er thy lamented tomb; 

Hear'ſt thou the ſolemn muſic wind along? 

Orc thrills the ware note in vid mellifluous * 7 

. 2. ; 

Oſt while on earth *twas thine to rove | 
Where'er the wild-eyed goddeſs. lov'd to . 
To trace ſerene the gloomy grove, 
Or haunt ore Quiet's ſimple dome; 


; | Fa wi 
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5 L 52 4 
RB Still hovering round the Nine: appear, 
That pour the ſoul-tranſporting ſtrain; 
Join'd to the-Love's gay train- 
The looſe-rob'd Graces crown'd with flowers, 
The light-wing'd gales that lead the vernal year, 
And wake the roſy featur'd hours, 
Ober all bright Fancy's beauty radiance ſhone, 
Ho flam'd thy boſom as-hericharns'reveall 
Her firscladieye ſublime, her ſtary. zone, 
Her treſſes looſe that wantonꝰd on the gale: 
On thee the goddeſs fix'd her ardent look, 
Then from ber glowing F brokee 


I, 3. 


| © To thee, my favourite ſon, belong; 

The lays that ſteal the liſtening hour; 

To pour the.rapture-darung ſong,, 

© To-paint gay Hope's Ely ſian bow:r, 

From Nature's hand- to ſuaich the dart, 

© To cleave with,pangy.the bleedingeheart;;, 

Or lightly ſqeep ihe trembling icing, | 

© And callithe Loves with purple wing 
From the blue deep, where they dwell 
Wich Naiads in the peurly cell. 
Soft on the ſea- born goddeſs gaze“; 
" 6 Or in the-losſe-robe's floating maze, gh 
8 c | P Diſſolv'd: 
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* Venus. 
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[ty 
«© Diſſolv'd in downy ſlumbers reſt; 
© Orfluiter o'er her panting biealt. 
Or wild to melt the yielding fouls 
Let Sorrow, elad in ſable flole, 

' « Slow to thy muſing thought anne 
Or penſive Pity pale; 
Or Love's deſponding tale 

Call from th' intender'd RY pathetic ear. $1 


A 


. 7 « 7 


Say, whence the „ 4 a 7 ifs | 
Why thrills thy muſic on the ſprings of thought . 
Why, at thy pencil's touch refin d, 

Starts into life the glowing draught? 

On yonder fairy carpet laid. = 
Where beauty pours, eternal. bloom, 3 
And zepbyr breathes perfume z” | | 
There nightly to the tranced eye 

Profuſe the radiant goddeſs ſtood diſplay'd, 

With all her ſmiling offspring nigh. — 8 
Sudden the mantling cliff, the arching wood, .. 1 5 {i > 
The broider'd mead; the landſkip, and dhe grove, | 
Hills, vales, and ſky. dipt ſeas, and torrents rude, | 
Grots, rills, and ſhades, and bow'rs that breath'd of love, 1 
All burſt to light! while glancing on the view, 9 © nl | | 
THAN" s ſporung train bruſn d lightly o'er the dew, f 


* * * 
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The pale· eyed Genius of the ſhade 
Led thy bold ſtep to Proſpersmagie bow'r 5+ 
Whoſe voice the howting'windv-obey'd;, 

Whoſe dark ſpell chain'd the rapid hour: — 
Then roſe ſerene the ſea - girt ile; 1 
Gay ſeenes, by Pancy”s tonelt'd reffm d, 
| Glow'd to thy muſing mind: 

Such viſions bleſs the kermit been; . 

When hovering angels prompt his placid ſmile, 

Or paint ſome high eeſtatie theme. e 
Then flam'd Mirandw on th enruptur' d gaze, 2 
Then ſail'd bright Arickon' the bat's fleet wing: 
Or ſtarts the liſtening throng in-till-arnaze; 
The wild note trembling on th* rial firing! 
The form, in Heaven's 'refplendent veſture gay; 


| Floats on the mantling clouds e the melting lay. 


7 


u. 3 


Oh 8 me neat yon „ bete ae 4: 
Whoſe nmemer ſoothes the ear of woe }' / 


There in. ſome: ſaver poetic dvewnt. 
Let Fancy's bright Hlyfum glow! ! 

Tis done er allthe blefiting mead 
The dark word ſhahes hig oloudy hend: 


* 
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5 * Ariel: fe the Tempeſt, 


_T[ 3 J 
Below, the lily-frioged: dale 
Breathes, its. mild fragranee on cho * 
While, in paſtime all unſeen 
Titania rob'd in mamle green 

Sports on the moſſy-hanla: her wrain- 
Skims light along the gleaming plain; 

Ot to the flutt' ring breeze unfold, 

The blue wing ſtreak'd with beamy gold; 
Its pinions op' ning to the light. 
Say, burſts the viſion on my ſightp 
Ah, no! by Shakeſpeare's pencil drawn, 
The beauteous ſhapes appear; 
While meek-eyed Cynthia near 

Illumes with — ray the alver-mantled ben“. 


I. 


But, hack the tempeſt howls afar! 
Burſts the loud whirlwind o'er the patbleſs — * 
What cherub blows the trump of war? 
What demon rides the ſtormy blaſt ? 
Red from the lightning's Iivid blaze, 
The bleak heath ruſhes on the fight; 
Then wrapt in ſudden, night 
Diſſolves.— But, ak! what. kingly. form: 
Roams the lone deſart's deſolated mae t 
. Unaw'd, nor heeds the ſweeping ſtorm? 


-- 


1 


Ys 


* See the Milan Night's Dres. + Lear, 


I c 6-3. Eg 
Ye pale-eyed lightnings, ſpare the cheek of age! 
| _._ Vain wiſh ! tho' anguiſh heaves the burſting groan, 
| Deaf as the flint, the marble ear of rage 
Hears not the mourner's unavailing moan: 


Heart-pierc'd he bleeds; and, flung with wild deſpair, | 


Bares his time-blaſted head, and tears his ſilver hair. | 


5 4, , "UG, 2. | * 


1.01 on yon e as.” | 


© 


Where the Tock totters o'er the hbeadlong deep; "I 


| | What Phantoms bath'd in infant gore 


Sand mutt'ring on the dizzy ſteep! þ 
Their murmur ſhakes the zephyr's wing! 

fue ſtorm obeys their pow'rful ſpell; 

WI See, from his gloomy cell! 

Pierce Winter flarts ! his ſcowling eye 
Bloss the fair mantle of the breathing Spring, 
wal: Andlowers along the ruffled ky... 5 
Io che deep vault the yelling barpies run® ; 3 

Its yawning mouth receives th infernal crey 

Dim thro? the black gloom winks the 8 ſung 

And the pale furnace gleams with brimſlone blue, | 

5 Hell howls; and hends that join the dire acclaim © 
Dance on the l hae, and {point the livid fame, 


N 


I 


F 


Fo 


by yg — 


But, ; 


. © * The Witches of Macbeth. 


E 
TIF: 3. 
But, ah! on Sorrow's cy preſs bougb 
Can Beauty breathe her genial bloom 
On Death's cold cheek will paſſion glow ?_ 
Or Muſic warble from the-tomb ?* 
There, ſleeps the Bard, whole tuneful tongue 
Pour'd the full ſtream of mazy ſong; 
Young Spring with lip of ruby, here 
WW Show'rs from her lap the blaſking year; 
HW While along the turf reclin' d, 
The looſe wing ſwimmingon the wind, 
The Loves, with forward geſture bold; 
Sprinkle the ſod with ſpangling gold z 
And oft the blue eyed Gracestrim | 
Dance lightly round on downy-:limbe-- 
Oft too, when eve demure andtill- 
Checquers the green dale's purling rill, 
Sweet Fancy pours the plaintive-ſicain, 
Or, wrapt in ſoothing dream, þ 
By Avon's ruffled ftream, 
Hears the e oma che 1 75 
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; THE HAPPY'FIRE: SIDE. 
E hearth was clean; the fire clear, 
The kettle on for tea: 
PALEMON in his elbow chair, 
As bleſt as man could be. 
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Clarinda, 
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| e larinda, who his heart polleſs'd, 
And was his neu- made bride, 
Wich head reclin'd upon his breaſt, 
Sat toying by his fide, - 


$31 


Stretch'd at his feet, in happy luer, | 
A fav'rite dog was laid; 
By whom alittle ſportive cat 
In wanton humour play d. 


Ciaxinna's hand he gently prefs'd +. 
She flole an am'rous kiss 
And bluſhing, modeſtly coufefs't 3 
The fulneſs of her bliſs. ( | 


| PALEMON, with a heart elate, 7 8 . 
Pray 'd to Almighty. ov, 


That it might ever be his fate, SE RE 5p 


_ Juſt ſo to live and love. 
Be this eternity; he cried, A 
And let no more be given: r . 
Continue thus my lov'd fre-lide, FISTS 
"Folks no other heaven, Ni 


— 2 
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| DOMESTIC LOVE ax» HAPPINESS. 
HAPPY they ! the happieſt of their kind! 
Whom geatler ſtars unite, and in one fate 
Their hearts, © their fortunes, and their beings blend. 
'Tis not the coarſer tie of human laws, 
Unznatural oft, and foreign to the mind, 
The * cheir hn but harmony ſelf, 
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-  Attuning 
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e 
Attuning all cheir aa into le . 
Where friendſhip full exerts her ſoſieſi power,” 
PerfeRt eſteem enliven'd by deſire  - 

Iueffable, and ſympathy of ſoul; To LE > 
Thought meeting thought, and will preventing with, Br 
With boundleſs confidence: for nought but love 
Can:anſwer love, and render blifs ſecure, © © 
Let him, ungenerous, who alone, intent 

To bleſs himſelf, from ſordid parents buys 

The loathing virgin, in eternal care, 
Well-merited, conſume his nights and days; 

Let barbarous nations, whoſe inhuman love 

Is wild defire, fierce as the ſuns they feel 3 

Let eaſtern tyrants from the light of Heaven 
'Seclude their boſom ſlaves, I 8 * 
Of a mere lifeleſs, violated form: | 15 
While thoſe whom love cements in holy FO Y 


And equal tranſport, free as nature live, 5 


Diſdaining fear. What is the world to them, 
Its pomp, its, pleaſure, and its nonſenſe all? | 
Who in each oiher claſp whatever fair 8 
High fancy forms, and laviſh hearts can wiſh; 
Something than beauty dearer, ſhould they look 
Or on the mind, or mind-illumin'd face 
Truth, goodneſs, honour, harmony and loye, | 
The richeſt bounty of indulgent Heaven. 


Mean-time a ſmiling offspring riſes round, A 15 Sy 


And mingles both their graces. By degrees, 
The human bloſſom blows; and every day, - 


Soft as it rolls OG ſheys ſome new . 


| The father's luſtrey andthemoder/s bloom. | 
Then infant-reafon grows upace, and calls 


For the kind hand of an aſſiduous care. 
Delightful taſk! to rear the'tender/thogght, 
To teach the young idea how do ſhobt, ED 

To pour theifreſh-infiraQion 6'ertheanind, = 

To breathe th' entivening Epitit,candit6 fix 
The generous purpoſe in the plowing breaſt. 
Oh ſpeak the joy . ye whom che ſudden trar 
Surpriſes often while you lool around, . > | 
And nothingiſirikes your eye but ſights of bliſs; 

All various Nature proſſing on * n 
An elegant ſufftorency, content, 

Retirement, rutab ee e del, 
Eaſe and alternata da beur, uſe ful liſc, 

Progreſſive virtue and approv ing Heaven. 5 

Theſe are themmatchleſsjoys-of virtuous love; 

And thus their moments-fly, - The 5 1 


As ceaſeleſs round a jaremgavoridabey roll, 
Still find then happy ;"ond confemning-Syring | 
Sheds her own roſygerlund on their heads: 

3 eveniag voeut laſt, ſerene and mud; 
When aſter the long vurnaß day vf life, 

| Enamour'd more ut8morewremembrance ſwells 
Wick many wprovf ofrecoltiitediove, = 

| Together down then i f,νtep * 

Together freedf heinguntleipicite , 
| To ſcenes n . 
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Que hae are pets which never did dream 


Upon Parnassus, nor did taste the ren 
Of Helicon ; we therefore may suppose WOO u ag 
Those made not poets, but the poets those. Wa 
And as courts made not kings, but bose. ee, 
So where the M uses and their train resort, HO 20 
Parnassus stands; if 1 aber ne 9 102 EV 
A poet, chou Parnassus art to me. Od 
Nor wonder, if (advantag'd in er 2 


By taking wing from thy auspieious heights)" 991 Boa 
Through untrac'd ways; nd airy paths I fl, 


More boundless i in my faney than e:: 540 0E- 


My eye, Which swift as thought contracts he space 


That lies between, And first salutes the place 


Crown'd wich that saered pile, so vast, s0 high; 
That whether 'tis apart of earth or sk! 
Uncertain seems, and may be thought a proud 
Aspiring mountain, or descending cloud, ah 


Paul's, the late theme of such a Muse“ Whose FO 25 U 


Has bravely reach'd; and soar'd above thy height: 


Now shalt thou stand, tho' sword; or time; or fe vel 3 
Or zeal more Wot hoy; thy att her — 2 
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Secure whilst thee the best of poets sings, 

Preserv*d from ruin by the best of . | 

Under his proud survey the city lies, 

And, like a mist, beneath-a hill doth rise; 

Whose state and wealth, the business and the crow'd, 

Seem at this distance but a darker cloud; 

And is, to him who rightly things exteems, / 
No other in effect than what it seems; Uh” 
Where, with like haste, tho' several ways they run, 2” 
Some to undo, and some to be undone ; | | 
While luxury and wealth, like war and peace, 

Are each the other's ruin and increase; 

As rivers lost in seas some secret vein. | 

Thence reconveys, there to be lost again. CNL 
Oh, happiness of sweet retir'd content! 0 

To be at once secure and innocent. | ; 
Windsor the next (where Mars with Venus dwells, 

Beauty with strength) above the valley swells 

Into my eye, and doth itself present . 

Wich such an easy and unfarcd as cent 
That no stupendous precipice denies | 
Access, no horror turns away our. eyes; 

But such a rise as doth at onee invite 
A pleasure and a rev rence from the sig. At 

Thy mighty. master's emblem, in whose . lege vo | 
Sat meekness; .herghten'd with mayestic grace; | 
| Such zeems thy gentle height, made only prov , }F. 
To be the basis of that pompous load, 2 
Than which a nohler weight no mountain ben, $3 
But Atlas only which Supports the * 


When 


* 


LS.) 
When Natures's hand this ground did thus advance, 
Twas guided by a wiser pow'r than Chance; 
Mark'd out for such an use, as if twere meant 
T' invite the builder, and his choice prevent. 
Nor can we call it choice, when what we choose 
Folly or blindness only could refuse. 

A crown ofsuch majestic tow'rs doth grace 
The gods' great mother, when her heav'nly race 
Do homage to her; yet she cannot boast, 

Among that numerous and celesliel host; 

More heroes than can Windsor; nor doth Fame's 
Immortal book, record more noble names. | 
Not to look back 80 far; to whom this isle 

Owes the first glory of so brave a pile, Fg 
Whether to Cæsat, Albana, or Brute, 

The British Arthur, or the Danish Canute, 
(Thoughthis of old no less contest did move, 
Than when for Homer's birth seven cities strove.) 
(Like him in bizth, thou should*st be like in fame, 

As thine his fate, if mige had been his flame) 
But whosoe'er-it was, Nature dzvign'd 
First a brave place, and then «3 brave a mind, =» 
Not to recount those sev ral kings, to whom 
It gave a cradle, or to vhm atemb: 

But thee, great Edward, and thy greater den, 
(The lilies which his father wore he Wwon,) 
And thy Bellenat, who the consort came 
7 damn but to hy fame, ea 
6 A2 She 
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» * Edvard KL. and hs Black Prince. 7 Queen Philippa, 


When 


0 4 ) 
She to thy triumph led one captive king“. 


And brought that son which did the second bring *. 


Then didst thou found that order (whether love 
Or victory thy royal thoughts did move, 
Each was a noble cause: and nothing. es 
Than the design has been the great auecess: 11 
Which foreign kings and emperors esteem 
The second honour to their diadem. 

Had thy great destiny but given thee skill 

To know, as well as power to att, her will; 


That from those kings, who then thy captives were * 


In after- times should spring a royal pair, 

Who should possess all that thy mighty pow'r, 
Or thy desires more mighty, did devour; 

To whom their better fate reserves whate'er * 


The viftor hopes for, or the vanquish'd fear; 


That blood which thou and thy great 8 e 874 


And all that since these sister nations bled, 

Had been unspilt, had happy Edward known 
That all the blood he spilt had been his own. 
When he what patron chose, in whom are Al 
Soldier and martyr, and his arms confin'd © 


Within the azure- cirele, he did seem 


But to foretell and prophecy of him 

Who ts his realms that azure round hath join'd, 
Which Nature for their bound had first design'd ; 
That bound which to the world's extremest n 


* its liquid arms extends. 


ä * a. "4 * 8 en 


8 The Kings of F rance _ Scotland. 


Nor 


And yet this att, t var msi 6'et the 


| 1 q y 
Nor dock be need those Eblems Which! we paint, 
But is himself the soldier and the Sarhe, 7's 
Here should my wonder dwell, and here my praise, 
But my fix'd thought my Wand' ring eye Vetrays, 
Viewing a neighb' ring hill, whose top Bf e 

A chapel crown'd, till in the cömon fate 

Th' adjoining abbey fell (may no much storm 


Fall on our times, where tuin must ræfbrtm!) 


Tell me, my Muse, What monstrous uit offenck, 
What crime, could ahᷣy Chtistiaft Ring intense 
To such a rage? Was't luauty ot lust? 

Was he so temperate; 30 chase; $6 just? 


Were these thelt ertmts ß They wete His owh {Eh more: | 


But wealth is crime enough 10 Hliſt that's pod; 
Who, having spent the tteasures of his crown, 
Condemns their luHνν t feed bis: on. 


Of sacrilege, mußt beat Devotiott's Hatte. 
No crime so bold but would 5s understood 
A real, of dt lest a etnitig, god: 2 
Who fears not to d il, yet fbart the ne, 

And, free from̃ conscience; is a Slave to kate: * 

Thus he-the chte at 6ttce ptetetts 4d þ 
But princes swords are harper than their Ay . 
And thus to chꝰ ages past he makes amends, 
Their charity destroys, their 1 br 
Then did religion mis kizy ce, 
In empty, airy contempfations ben; 2 | 
And, like the block, unmoved lay, but Gurs, 


As much too active, like the stork devottrs; - 8 
k A3 8 13 0 
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Js chere no temperate region can be knowa- - - 
Betwixt their frigid and our torrent zone? 
Could not we wake from that lethargic dea, bliod 
But to be restless i ina worse extreme ? 

And for that lethargy was there no cure, 

But to be cast into a calenture ? i 
Can knowledge have no bound, but must advance. 
So far, to make us wish for ignorance ;. 2 
And rather in the dark to grope our way, 15 
Than led by a false guide to err by day d | | 
Who sees the dismal heaps, but would demand 
What barbarous invader: sack'd theland ? 

But when he hears, no Goth, no Turk, did priag 
This desolation, but a Christian king; 
When nothing but the name of zeal appears 
*Twixt our best actions, and the worst of theirs: 
What does he think our sacrilege would spare, 
When such th' effects of our devotions are? 6 
Parting from thence twixt anger, shame, and fear, 
Those for what's past, and this for, what's toa.near,, 

My eye, descending from the bill, surveys + 
Where Thames among the wanton, valleys strays. 
Thames, the qt N. d of all the Ocean's sons 
By his old site, to his embraces runs; 
Hasting to play his tribute ta the sea, 

Like mortal life to meet eternity. 2 
Tho? with those streams he no resemblance hold 
Whose foam is amber, and their gravel gold; 
His genuine and less guilty wealth t* explore, 
Search not his bottom, but survey his shore; 
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Oier which he kindly spreads his spacious win 8% 
And hatches plenty fof th ensuing Spring: 
Nor then destroys it for too fond a stay, 
Like mothers who their infants overlay; 
Nor with a sudden and impetuous wave,” 
Like profuse kings, resumes the 1 he gere, 
No unexpetted inundations spotl 
The mower's hopes, or mock the ebe s toil; 
But godlike his unwearied bounty flows; 
First loves to do, then loves che good he * | 
| Nor are his blessings to his banks confin'd, 
But free and common, as the sea or wind-; 
; When he, to bbast, or to disperse his stores, 
Full of the tributes of his: grateful 3 
Visits the world, and in his: flying tow rs 
Brings home to us, and makes both Indies ours; 
Finds wealth where tis, bestows it where it wants, 
Cities and desarts, woods and cities plants. 
So that to us no thing, no place is strange, 
While his fair bosom is the world's exchange. 
O could I flow like thee, and make thy stream 
n My great example, as it-is my theme! 
Tho? deep, yet clear; tho? gentle, yet not dull; 
Strong without rage, without o'erflowing full. oh 
Heaven her Eridanus no more shall boast, . 
Whose fame in thine, like lesser current, lost: 
Thy nobler streams shall visit Jove's abodes, 
To shine among the stars“, and bathe the gods. 


* [I — 
— li... na. I Ae hd 


| ; 
der — 7 The Forest. 


F 
| 
= 
| 


cs) 
Here nature, whether more intent to _ 
Us or herself, with: serange varieties, 
(For things of wonder give no len delight 
To the wise Maker's than beholder's sighe ; 
Tho? these delights from sevꝰral causes move; 
For so our children, thus our friends we love,) 
Wisely she knew, the harmony of things, 
As well as that of sounds, from discord springs. 1 
Such was the discord which did first disperse 
Form, order, beauty, through the universe; 
While dryness moisture, coldness heat rexists -: 
All that we have, and that we are, subsists. 
While the steep horrid roughness of the wood... 
Strives with the gentle calmness of the flood; - 
Such huge extremes when nature doth unite;  — 
| Wonder from thence results, from thence delight: 
The stream 1350 transparent, pure, and clear, 
That bad the self- enamour'd youth here, 
So fatally deceiv d he had not been, 
While he the bottom, not His face, RY $%.; 
But his proud head: the hatty mountain hides 
Among the clouds; his shoulders and his er 


il A hady mantle clothes; his eurled brows - 


Frown on the gentle stream, whieh calmly * : 
While winds and storms his-lofty forehead beat, 
The common: fate of all that's: high or great. 
Low at his foot a spacious plains plac'd, 
Between the mountain and the stream embrac'd ; 
Which shade and shelter from the hill derives, - . 


While che kind rer wealth and beauty gives; 


(<9 7] 
And in the mixture of all these appears 
Variety, which all the rest endears. 
This scene had some old Greek or British bard 
Beheld of old, what stories had we heard 
Of fairies, satyrs, and the nymphs their dames, 


Their feasts, their revels, and their am'rous flames! 


»Tis still the same, although their airy shape 

All but a quick poetic sight escape. 

There Faunus and Silvanus keep their courts, 
And thither all the horned host resorts 

To graze the ranker mead, that noble herd, 
On whose sublime and shady front 1s rear'd 
Nature's great master- piece; to show how soon 
Great things are made, but sooner are undone. 
Here I have seen the king; when great affairs 
Gave leave toslacken and unbend his ovens 
Attended to the chaee by all the flow'r- - | 

Of youth whose hopes a nobler prey devour : 
Pleasure with praise, and danger they would buy, 
And wish a foe that would not only fly. 

The stag, now conscious of his fatal _ 

At once indulgeritto his fear and slotd, 
To some dark covert his retreat had made, 5 


Where no manꝭs eye nor heaven's should __ 5 


His soft repose; when th' unexpeRed;zound-. ' 
Of dogs, and men, his wakeful ear doth . 


KRous' d with the noise, he scaree believes his ear, 20 


Willin g to think th” illusions of his fear 


Had given this false alarm, but straight his vier 4 


CORN, that more chan all he fears.is true. 
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ety A; in all his strength, the woods beset ; 
All instruments, all arts of ruin met; 


He calls to mind his strength, and then "TRA 1 0 


His winged heels, and then his armed head; 


Wich chese avoid, with that his fate to mert, 
But fear prevails, and bids him trust his feet. | 

So fast he flies, that his reviewing eye... 

Has lost the chacers, and his car their cry; 
Exulting, till he fmds their nobler Sense 3 
Their disproportion'd peed doth 1465449 de! 

Then curses his conspiting feet, whose cent 

Betrays that safety which their wi ſtness lent. 

Then tries his friends; among the baser herd. 

3 Where he so lately was obey'd and fear d. 

His safety seeks: the herd, uhkindly we, 
Or chuses him from thence, or . 
Like a declining statesman, left forlora . 2 
Jo his friends pity, and pursuers corn 4» 

Wich shame remembers, white himself ws ne, 
Of the same herd, himelf che gam had done. 
Thence to the ese. 
The scenes of his past eriumphs and his loves ; | 
Sadly survey ing where he rung d alone. Tar 90 
Prince of the soil, and all the herd his u; 
And, e eee 
Combat to all, and bore away the dame; 

And taught the woods to echo to the ream. 

His dreadful challenge and bis clazhing way 4.93 
". "Uo faintly-now declines the fatal ze, 
80 much his love * dale. 


Nor 
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Nor ev ry leaf andev'ry moving: breath ? RT 
Presents a foe, and eur foe adeath. 2.5 : 
Wearied, forsaken, and purzucd at last 
All safety in despair of afety plac'd, - 
Courage he thence resumes, resaly*dta bear 
All their assaults, since tis in vain to fear. 
And now, too late, he wishes for the light 
That strength he wasted im ignoble flight. 
But when he sees the eager chace renew d, 

Himself by dogs, the dogs by man pursu'd, 
He straight revokes his bold resolve, and more 
Repents his courage than his fear before ; "6H 
Finds that uncertain ways unsafest are, 
And doubt a greater misehief than: despair. | 
Then to the stream, when neither friends, nor dre 
Nor speed, nor art awail, he shapes his course; 
Thinks not their rage zu desp rate to essa. 
An element more mereiless than they. 
But fearless they pursue, nor can the flood | 
Quench their dire thirst; a, they tharst the blood. 
So towards æ ship the or- n'd gallies ply, 
Which wanting sea to ride, or wand. to fly, 
Stands but to fall reveng d on those that dare 
Tempt the last fury of extreme des par. 
So fares the Stag among d . 
'Repels their. forge; and wounds returns for wounds. 
And az.ahero; whomhas.baser wes 
In troops surround now there: ails, now 44 
Though prodigal of life, disdains to die 
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b Sc when the king a mortal haft lets fly  » 
Prom his unerring hand, then glad to die, 


All marks of arbitrary pow'r lays down: ob 
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me nobler foe approach, to him he calls, 


d begs his fate, and then contented falls??? 


Proud of the wound, to it resigns his blood, 
And stains the crystal with à purple flood. 
This a more innocent and happy chac. 


Than when of old, but in the self same place 


Fair liberty pursued“, and meant a pre 
To lawless pow?r, here turnꝰd, and stood at bey. 
When in that remedy all hope was plac'd, 5 
Which was, or should have been at least, the 6. 


Here was that charter seal'd, wherein the crown } 
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Tyrant and slave, those names of hate 5 >= 


The happier style of king and subject bear: 


Happy, when both to che same centre move, 
When kings gave liberty, and subjects love. 
Therefore not Jong. in force this charter * TI 


Wanting that seal, it must be seal di in blood. 8411 0 


The subjects arm'd, the more their princes gave, 
Th' advantage only took the more to crave: yh 5 
Till kings by giving, give themselves Away... 


And ev'n that pow'r that should deny „ nF 

« Who gives constrain'd, but his own fear reviles 2 
-46 Not thank'd,. butscorn'd, nor are they gifts, but spoils. 
Thus kings, by grasping more than they could hold. 


First made their subjects by oppress ion bold: 
a | E 1 ITY C35 5 DAS 112 And 
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(1B) : 
And pop'lar sway, by forcing kings to' give 
More than was fit for subjects to receive, 
Ran to the same extremes; and one excess 
Made both, by striving to be greater, less. 
When a calm river, rais'd with sudden rains, 
Or 5nows dissolv'd, e erſſows th' adjoining plains, 
The husbandmen with high rais'd banks secure 
Their greedy hopes; and this he can endure. 

But if with bays and dams they strive to force 
His channel to a new or narrow course, 

No longer then within his banks he dwells ; 

First to a torrent, thena deluge swells ; 

Stronger and fiercer by restraint he roars, | 
And knows no bound, but makes his pow'r his shores. 


— cc — 
The FIRST PAIR. 
APY alone could not be easy, 
So he must have a wife, an' please ye. 
And how did he procure this wife, 
To cheer his solitary fe? 
Out of a rib, Sir, from his side, 
Was form'd this necessary bride. 
But how did he the pain beguile? 
- How ?—He slept sweetly all the while, 
And when the rib was re- applied 2 
In woman's form, to Adam's side, 
How then, I pray you, did it answer 7 
« He never slept so sweet again, Sir,” 
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| 4 gent ral 5 * Praise to God, 


How glorious i is our heav'nly king, 
Who reigns above the Sky : 
How shall a child presume to sing 

His dreadful Majesty ? 


How great his pow'r is, none can tell, 
Nor think how large his grace; 
Not men below, nor saints that dwell 


On high before his face, 


Not angels that stand round the Lord, 
Can search his secret will; 

But they perform his heav'nly word, 
And «ng * praises still. 


Then let me join this holy 9 


And my first-off' rings bring; . | 


TH eternal God will not disdain 
To hear an infant sing. 


My heart resolves, my tongue obeys: « 
And angels shall rejoice 

To hear their mighty Maker's Praise 
Sound from a feeble voice, * 


 *Pratise 


6 
Praise for C reation and Providence. : 
+ I SING th' Almighty pow'r of God, 


That made the mountains rise; 
That spread the flowing seas abroad, 


And built the lofty skies ! 


21 sing the Wisdom that ordain'd : | 
Ihe sun to rule the day; 
The moon shines full at his command, 
And all the stars obey. © * 


Ising the goodness of the Lord, 
That fill'd the earth with food; 
IIe form'd the creatures with his word, 
And then pronounc'd them good. 


Lord, how thy wonders are display d, 
Where er I turn mine eye! 
If I survey the ground I tread, 
Or gaze upon the sky! ih 


There's not a plant or flow'r below 
But makes thy glories known ; 
And clouds arise, and tempests blow, 

By order from thy throne. 


Creatures as num'rous as they be) 
Are subject to thy care; 
There's not a place where we can dee, 


But God is Owe there, | | | 
B 2 | Inn 
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In Heav'n he shines with beams of love, 
With wrath in hell beneath! 
*Tis on his earth, I stand or move, 


And 'tis hisair I breathe. 


His hand is my perpetual guard? 
He keeps me with his eye: 

Why should I then forget the Lord, 
Who is for ever nigh ? | 


Praise to God for our Redemption. 


BLEST be the wisdom and the pow'r, 
The justice and the grace, 
That join'd in counzel to restore S 
And save our ruin'd race. 


Our father ate forbidden fruit, 
And from his glory fell; 
And we his children thus were brought 
To death, and near to hell. 


Blest be the Lord that sent his Son 
Io take our flesh and blood; 
He for our lives gave up his own, 


To make our peace with God. 


He honour'd all his Father's laws, 
Which we have disobey'd ; . 

He bore our sins upon the cross, 
And our full ransom paid, 


| Behold 
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Behold him ring from the grave 3 3 e 
Behold him rais'd on high: TE 


He pleads his merit there to Save 
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Transgressors doom'd to die. 
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There on a glorious throne he rei gns, | 
And by is pow'r divine 
Redeems us from the Slavish chains 
Of Satan and of sn. | 


Thence shall the Lord to Judgement come, 5 
And with a sov*reign voice * 

Shall calk and break up ev'ry tomb, 
While waking saints rejoice, 
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O may I then with joy appear 
Before my Judge's face! a 

And with the bless'd assembly chere, 0 1 
Sing his redeeming grace! | 


Prazse for Mercies Spiritual and Temporal, 


WHENE'ER I take my walks 3 


How many poor I see! 
What shall I render to my God, 
For all his gifts to me! 
Not more than others I deserve, 
Yet God has giv'n me more; 
For I have food while others starve, 
Or beg from door to door, 
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How many children in the street 
Half naked I behold! | 
While I am cloth'd from head to feet, 
And cover'd tom the. cold ; 


While some poor wretches scarce can tell 
Where they may lay their head, 
J have a home wherein to dwell, 


And rest upon my bed. 


While ethers early learn to swear, 
And curse, and lie, and steal, 

Lord, I am taught thy name to enn 
And do thy holy will. 


Are these thy favours, a by day, 
+ To me above the rest? 
Then let me love thee more than they, 
And try to serve thee best. 


— 


Praise for Birth and Education in a Christian Land. 


GREAT God ! to thee my ,vgIce 1 raise, 


To thee my. youngest hours belong; * 
1 would begin my life with praise, 


Till growin g years —_— the song. 


*Tis to thy sov'reign grace Lowe, 

That I was born on British ground; 
Where streams of heav'nly mercy. flow, - 
And words of sweet salyation sound. 


I would: 
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I would not change my native land 
For rich Peru, with all her gold; 

A nobler prize lies in my hand 
Than East or Western Indies hold. 


How do I pity those that dwell 

Where ignorance or darkness reigns ! 
They know no heav'n, they fear no hell, 
Those endless joys, thosę endless pains, - 


Thy glorious promises, O Lord, 
Kindle my hopes and my desire; 
While all che preachers of thy word 
Warn me to *scape eternal fire. 


Thy praise shall still employ my breath, 
Since thou hast mark'd my way toheay*n ;] 
Nor will I run the road to death, 

And waste the blessings thou hast giv'n. 


Praise for the Gospel. 
LORD, I ascribe it to thy grace, 
And not to chance, as others do, 
That I was born of Christian race, 
And. not a Heathen or a Jew. . 


What would the ancient Jewish kinge 
And Jewish prophets once have giv'n, 


Could they have heard those glorious things 


Which Christ reveal'd and brought from heav*n, - 


How] 
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How glad che Heathens would have been, 5 


That worshipp'd idols, wood and stone, 


I they the book of God had seen, 


Or Jesus and his gospel known. 


| Then if his gospel I refuse, 


How shall I e'er lift up mine eyes! 
For all: the Gentiles and the Jews 
Against me will in jadgement rise. 
Prai ce 0 Cod for learning to read, 
'The praises of my tongue, | 
I offer to the Lord, | 
That I was taught, and learnt so young, 
To read his holy word. 
That I ami brought to know; 
The danger I was in; 


By nature, and by Practice 0 
A wretched Slave to sin. 


'Thus I ana led to see 
I can do nothing well; 

And whither shall a sinner flee 
To save himself from hell? 


Dear Lord, this book of thine 
| Informs me Wherg ve _ 
For grace to pardon all my sin 


And make me holy too. 


(2A) 


Here I can read and lea, 
How Christ, the Son of God, 
Did undertake our great concern; 
Our ransom cost his blood. 


And now he reigns above, 
He sends his Spirit down | 
To shew the wonders of his love, 


And make his gospel known. 
O may that Spirit teach, 


And make my heart receive, 
Those truths, which all thy servants preach, 
And all thy saints believe. | 


- 


Then shall I praise the Lord, : 

In a more cheerful strain, 

That I was taught to read his word, 7 
And have not learnt in vain, : 


The Excellency of the Buble demonstrateds. 


GREAT God, with wonder and with praise 

Onall thy works I look; Sts 
But still thy wisdom, pow'r, and grace, 
Shine brightest in thy book. 


The stars, that in their courses roll, 
Have much instruction given; 

But thy good word informs my soul 
How I may climb to heaven. 


= 
The fields provide me food, and shew. b 
The goddness of the Lord; 


But fruits of life and glory grow 
In thy most holy word, 


Here are my. choicest treasures bid, 
Here my best comfort lies: 
Here my desires are satisfied, 


And hence my hopes arise. 


Lord, make me understand thy law, 
Shew what my faults have been; 
Aid from thy gospel let me draw | 


Pardon for all my sin. 


Here would 1 Iearn how Christ has died 


To save my soul from hell: 

Not all the books on earth beside 
Bunch heav'nly wonders tell. 
Then let me love my Bible more, 

And take a frech delight 
By day to read these wonders o'er, 

And meditate. by night. | 


The All-seing G 5 


ALMIGHTY. God, chy piercing eye 
Strikes thro' the shades of ni ight, 


And our most secret actions lie 


All open to thy sight. 


— 


There's 
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There's not a sin that we commit, 
Nor wicked word we say, 
But in thy dreadful book tis writ, 
Against the judgement day. 


And must the crimes that I have done 
hee ſ read and publish'd here? 
Be all expos'd before the sun, 
While men and angels hear. 


Lord, at thy foot asham'd J lie, 
Upward I dare not look: 

| Pardon my sins before I die, 

And blot them from thy book, 


Remember all che dying pains 
That my Redeemer felt; | 
And let his blood wash out my Stains, , 
And answer for my guilt, EE 


O may I now for ever fear, 
T' indulge a sinful thought, 


Since the great God can see and hear, 
And writes Gown ev'ry fault, 


Solemn Thoughts concerning God and Death, 
THERE is a God that reigns above, 


Lord of the heav- ns, and earth, and seas; 
I fear his wrath, I ask his love, 


And with my lips I sing his praise. 


(2) 


There is a law which he has writ, 
To teach us all what we must do: 

My soul, to his commands submit, 
For they are holy, just, and true, 


There 1s a gospel of rich grace, 
Whence sinners all their comforts draw: 
Lord, I repent, and seek thy face, , | 
For I have often broke thy law, 


There 1s an hour when I must die, 
Nor do I know how soon *twilt come 5 
A thousand children, young as I, : 
Are call'd by death to hear their n. 


Let me improve the hours I have, 8 
Before the day of grace is fled :. 
There's no repentance in the grave, 


Nor pargona offer d to the dead. 


Just as the tree, 8 that fell 
To north or southw ard, there it Bes 

So man departs to heav'n or hell, 
Fix'd in the state wherein he dies. 


Heaven and Hell, 
THERE is beyond the sky 
A heav'n of joy and love; 
And holy children, when they die, 
Goto that world above, 


There is a dreadful hell, 2 
And everlasting peins; 5 


There sinners must with devils . 
In darkness, fire, and chains. 


— 


Can such a wretch as I 
Escape this cursed end- 
And may I hope, when'er J die 
I shall to heaven ascend ? 


Then will I read and Dye: 
While I have life and breath, 

Lest J should be cut off to-day, 
And sent to eternal death. 


The Advantages of early Religion. 
HAPPY the child whose tender years 


Receive instructions well.; 


Who hates the sinner's path, and fears 


The road that leads to hell. 


When we devote our youth to God, 
*Tis pleasing in his eyes 

A flow'r when offer' d in the bud, 
Is no vain sacrifice. 


* ll e if we begin 
Io fear the Lord beumes ; 
While sinners that grow old in sin 
Are harden'd im ckeir. crimes. 


Vox. IV. 16. G Ton 
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Twill save us from a thousand snares, 
To mind religion young; 

Grace will preserve our following years, 
And make our virtue strong. 


To thee, almighty God, to thee, 
Our childhood we resign; 

*Twill please us to look back and see 
That our whole lives were thine. 


Let the sweet work of pray'r and praise 
Employ my youngest breath; 
Thus I'm prepar'd for longer days, 
Or fit for early death. 


The Danger of Dela. 


WHY should I say, „ Tis yet too soon 
«© To seek for Heav'n, or think of death?“ 
A flow'r may fade before tis noon, 

And I this day may = my breath, 


a If this rebellious 1 of mine 
Despise the gracious calls of Heaven, 
I may be harden'd in my sin, 

And never have repentance given. 


What if the Lord grow wroth, and swear, 
While I refuse to read and pray, 
That he'll refuse to lend an ear 

To all my groans another day! 


What 


G 


What if his dreadful anger burn, 
While I refuse his offer'd grace, 

And all his love to fury turn, 
And strike me dead upon the place! 


*Tis dang'rous to provoke a God! 

His pow'r and vengeance none can tell: 
One stroke of his almighty rod 
Shall send young sinners quick to hell. 


Then "twill tor ever be in vain 

To cry for pardon and for grace; 
To wish I had my time again, 
Or hope to see my Maker's face! 


Examples of Early Piety. 


WHAT bless'd examples do I find 

Vrite in the word of truth, 

Of children that began to mind 
Religion in their youth]. 


Jesus who reigns above the sky, 
And keeps the world in awe, - 
Was once a Child as young as I, 

And kept his Father's law. 


At twelve years old he talk'd with men 
(The Jews all wond'ring stand) 
Yet he obey'd his mother then, 
And came at her command. 
C2 Children 
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Children a sweet hosanna sung, 


And bless'd their Saviour's name; 
They gave him honour with their tongue, 
While scribes and priests blaspheme. 


Samuel the child was wean'd and brought 


To wait upon the Lord 
Young Timothy betimes was taught 
To know his holy word. 


Then why should I so long delay 
What others learnt so soon? 
J would not pass another day 


Wichout this work begun. 


Against Lying. 
O Tis a lovely thing for youth * \, 


To walk betimes in wisdom's way; 


To fear a lie, to speak the truth, 
That we may trust to all they say. 


But liars we can never trust, 
Tho? they should speak the thing that's true! 
And he that does one fault at first, | 
And lies to hide it, makes it two. 


Have we not known, nor heard, ner read, 
How God abhors deceit and wrong ! 

How Ananias was struck dead, 

Caught with a lie upon his tongue ? 


* , F | 
” 
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So did kin wife Sapphira die, 
When she came in, and grew so bold, 


As to confirm that wicked lie 


That just before her husband told. 


The Lord delights in them that speak 
The words of truth; but ev'ry liar 


Must have his portion in the lake 
That burns with brimstone and with fire. 


Then let me always watch my lips, 
Lest I be struck to death and hell, 
Since God a book of reck'ning keeps 
For ev'ry lie that children tell. 


Against Quarrelling and Fighting. | 


LET dogs delight to bark and bite, 
For God hath made them so; 

Let bears and lions growl and hight, 
For tis their: nature too: 


. children, you a never * 
Bauch angry passions rise; 
Your little hands were never made | 

To tear each other” $ eyes. 


Let love through all your actions run, 
And all your words be mild; 
Live like the blessed Virgin's + | 


That sweet and lovely child, : 
| K 3 
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His soul was gentle as a lamb : 


And, as his stature grew, | 
He grew in favour both with man 
And God his Father too. 


Now, Lord of all, he rei gns above; 
And from his heav'nly throne | 

He sees what children dwell in love, | 
And marks them for his own. 


Love between Brothers and Sisters. 


WHATEVER brawls disturb the street, 


There should be peace at home; 
Where sisters dwell, and brothers meet, 
Quarrels should never come. 8 


Birds in their little nets agree; 
And 'tis a shameful sight, 
When children of one family 
F all out, and chide, and fight! 4 


Hard names at first, and threat'ning ; words 
That are but noisy breath, 

May grow to clubs and naked awords, 
To murder and $0 death, | 


"The devil tempts one mother's son 
To rage against another; 
So wicked Cain was hurried on 
Till he had kill'q his brother, 
5 The 


— 


i 
' 


But in the bosom of a fool = 
It burns till gs. light, 


5 


The wise will make their anger cool, 


At least before tis night; 


— 


Pardon, O Lord, our childish rages 


Our little brawls remove; 
That, as we grow to riper age, 
Our hearts may all be love. 


Against Scoffing and Calling Names. 


OVR tongues wers made to bless the Lord, 


And not speak ill of men; | 
When others give a railing word. 
We must. not rail _ 


'Cross words and angry names 1 


To be chastis'd at school; 


And he's in danger of hell- 10 


That calls his brother Fool. 


But lips that dare be so profane, 


To mock and jeer and scoff 


At holy things or holy men,; 


The Lord shall cut them off. 


When children in their Wanton pay” 
Serv'd old Elisha so; 


And bid the prophet go his way, 
- 6- Go up, thou bald-head, go;“ 
35 | | God 
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God quickly Stopp'd their 88 
And sent two raging bears, 
That tore them limb from limb to death, 
Wich blood, and groans, and tears. 


Great God, how terrible 2# thou 
To sinners e'er so young! f 
Grant me thy grace, and teach me how 
To tame and rule my Ongar. | 


— 


Agains! Swearing and Curciae, 6 taking God's name.. 
in vain. 


ANGELS, that high in glory dwell, 
Adore thy name, Almighty God! 

And devils tremble, down in hell, — 
Beneath the terrors of thy rod. 


And yet how- wicked children dare 

Abuse thy. dreadful glorious name! 

And when they're angry, how they swear, 

And curse their fellows, and blaspheme! : 


— — — 
— _ 


How will they stand before chy face, 
Who treated thee wich such disdain, 
While thou shalt doom them to the place 1 
Of everlasting fire and pain! 


— _ — 
———— 5 : — XP 3 —— — 
— —— 2 r—::.·᷑ͤͥĩ ñ ˙ ö 
44444 wedge i hs <4 x * 
0 I 


Then never. shall one cooling drop 
To quench their burning. tongues be given; 
But I will praise-thee here, and hope 


Thus to employ my tongue in heaven. 
| My, 


My heart shall be in pain to hear 
Wretches affront the Lord above; 


Tis that great God whose pow'r I fear, 
That heav' 15 Father whom I love. 


I f my. companions grow * 

I'll leave their friendship when 1 hear 

Young sinners take thy name in vain, 
And learn to Wer and learn to swear. 


4.4 
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Agate I 2 and M ici 
HOW doth the le busy 5 55 


Improve each shining hour, 
And gather honey all the day 
. every op ning flow r! 


Haw skillfully she builds 15 cell a 
How neat she spreads the wax! 
And labours hard to store it well 

Wich the sweet food she makes. 


In works of en or of skill, 
1 would be busy too; 

For Satan finds some mischief atill / 
For idle hands to do. 


In books, or wink; or healthful play, 
Let my first years be past, 

| That I may give for ev'ry day 
Some good account at last. 

g 1 Against 


n 


— — 
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Against Evil Company. 


WHY should I join wich chose in play 
In whom I've no delight! 
Who curse and swear, but never pray; 


Who call ill Names, and fight P 


I hate to hear a wanton song, 
Their words offend mine ears; 

I should not dare defile my tongue 
With language such as theirs, 


Away from fools In turn mine eyes, 


Nor with the scoffers go: 


I would be walking with the wise, 


That wiser 1 may grow. 3 
From one rude boy that us'd to mock 
They learn the wicked jest: 
One Sickly sheep infects the Hock, 
And poisons all the reat. | . 


My God, I hate to walk or dwell. 


With sinful children here: 
Then let me not be sent to hell, . 
Where none but sinners are. 


Obedience to Parents. 


LE I children that Wa fear the Lord 


Hear what their teachers say; 


With rev'rence meet their parents word, 


And with delight obey. 
Have 


N 
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Have you not heard what dreadful plagues | 
Are threaten'd by the Lord, J c furl 
To him that breaks his father's law, | ; 
Or mocks his mother's word ? 
What heavy guilt upon him lies! 
How cursed is his name! 


The ravens shall pick out his eyes, 
And eagles eat the same. 


But those who worship God, and give 
Their parents honour due, 
Here on this earth they long shall live, 
And hve hereafter too. 


ON GOOD AND ILL NATURE. 


F virtue's cause to draw a daring pen, 
Defend the good, encounter wicked men: 
j Freely to praise the virtues of the few, 
And boldly censure the degenerate crew. mW 
To scorn, with equal justice, to deride -m 
The poor man's worth, or sooth the great one's pride; 
All this was once good-nature thought, not ill; 
Nay, some there are so odd to think so still. p 
Old-fashion'd souls! your men of modern taste, 
Are with new virtue, new politeness grac'd. 
Good-nature now has chang'd her honest face, 


For smiling flattery, compliment, grimace: 


( 6 ) 

Fool grins at fool each coxcomb owns his brother, 
And thieves and sharpers compliment each other. 
To such extent good-nature now is spread, 
| Tobesincere is monstrously ill bred ; LIST 
An equal brow to all is now the vogue, : 
And complaisance goes round from rogue to rogue. 
If this be good tis gloriously true, _ N 
The most ill-natur'd man alive is you. F 


THE CAVE OF POPE. 
- 1 1 A PROPHESY- | 


7 y DODS LE v. T7 
HEN dark oblivion, i in her sable cloak | 
Shall wrap the names of heroes and of kings 3 
And their high deeds, submitting to the strake 
Of time, shall fall amongst forgotten things: 


Then (for the muse: that distant day can dee) 

On Thames's bank the stranger shall arrive, 
With curious wish thy: sacred grot to see, 

Thy sacred grot shall wich thy name survive. 


Grateful posterity, from age to age, 4 fete 
With pious hand the ruin shall repair; Wo 7 nee e 
Some good old man, to each inquiring sage, 
Pointing the Place, shall cry, the bard liv'd 1 8 


Whose song was musie to che listening ear, 
Yet taught audacious. vice and folly shame; 
Easy his manners, but his life severe; 

His word alone gave infamy or fame. | 


+ - 


| Sequester'd 


(05: 
Sequester'd from the fool and coxcomib wit, 
Beneath this silent roof the muse he found; 
»Twas here he slept inspir'd, or sat and Writ, | 
Here with his friends the social glass \ went round, 


With awful veneration shall they trace 
The steps which thou so long before hast trod: 
With reverend wonder view the solemii place, 
From whence thy genius soar'd to nature's God. 


Then, some small gem, or moss, or shining ore, 
Departing, each shall pilſer, in fond hope 
To please their friends on every distant shore, 
Boasting a relic from the Cave of Pope. 


ebe 
ON THE 


DEATH OF MR. POPE. 


"Shoe E, ye whose souls harmonious 1 inspire, 


Friends to the muse, and judges of her song; 
Who, catching from the bard his heavenly fire, 
Soar as he soars, sublimely rapt along; 


Mourn, mourn your loss: he's gone who had the art 


With sounds to sooth the ear, with sense to warm the heart. 


Who now shall dare to lift the Sacred rod, | 
Truth's faithful guard, where vice escapes the law ? 
Who now, high soaring to the throne of God, 

In nature's moral cause his pen Shall draw ; 

Let none pretend ; he's gone, who had the art 


Wich sounds to sooth the ear, with sense to warm the heart. 


Vol. IV. 15. D 


Vice 
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Vice now secure her blushless front shall raise, 
And all her triumph be through Britain borne; 
Wbose worthless sons from guilt shall purchase praise, 
Nor dread the hand that pointed them to scorn! 


No check remains; he's gone, who had the art 
Wich sounds to sooth the ear, with sense to warm che hearts 


Ye tuneless bards, now tire each venal quill, 

And from the public gather idle pence; - - 

Ye tasteless peers, now build and plant your fill, 

Though splendor borrows not one ray from sense; 

Fear no rebuke; he's gone, who had the art 

With sounds to sooth the ear, with sense to warm the hearty 


But come, ye chosen, ye selected few, 

Le next in genius, as in friendship, join'd, : 
The social virtues of his heart who knew, 

And stated all the beauties of his mind; 

Drop, drop a tear ; he's gone, who had the art 


Wich sounds to charm the ear, with sense te warm the heart. 


— 


And, O great shade! permit thy humblest friend 

His sigh to waft, his grateful tear to pay 

Thy honour'd memory; and condescend | 

To hear, well pleas'd, the weak, yet well-mesnt lay, 
Lamenting thus: he's gone, who had the art 

Wich sounds to sooth the ear, with sense to warm the board. 


KNOW 


KNOW THYSELF. 


By Dr. -ARBUTHNOT. 


——— U D—œäm2i c * 


HAT am I? how produc'd? and for what end ? 


Whence drew I being? to what period tend ? 
Am I ch' abandon'd orphan of blind, chance, 


Dropp'd by wild atoms in disorder'd dance 4 

Or from an endless chain of causes wrought, : 
And of unthinking substance, born with thought? 
By motion which began without a cause, 
Supremely wise, without design.or laws ? | 

Am I but what I seem, mere flesh and blood 7p 

A branching channel, with a mazy flood ? 

The purple stream that through my vessels glides, 
Dull and uneonscious flows, like common tides ; 
The pipes through which the circling juices Strays. 
Are not that thinking I, no more then they : 

This frame, compatied with transcendant skill 
Of moving, joints obedient to my will, 

Nurs'd from the fruitful glebe, like  yonder tree, | 
Waxes and wastes; I call it mine, not me. 1 
New matter still the mould'ring mass sustains; 
The mansion chang'd, the tenant still remains, 
And from the fleeting Stream, repair'd by food, 
Distinet, as if the s wimmer from the flood. 


co 2 What 
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What am I then? sure of a noble birth; 
By parent right, I awn as mather, Earth.; 

But claim superior lineage by my sire, 

Who warm'd thunthinking clod with heavenly fire; 
Essence divine, with lifeless clay allay'd, 

By double nature, double inatin& way d: 

Wich look ereR, I dart my longing eye, 

Seem wing'd to part, and gain my native Sky. 

I strive to mount, dut strive, alas! in van, 
Tied to this massy globe with magic chain. 
Now with swift thought I range from pole to pole, 
View. worlds around their flaming centres roll: 
What steady powers their endless motiqns guide 
Through the same trackless paths of boundless void! 
I trace the blazing comet's fiery tail, 5 
And weigh the whürling planets in a scale; 

4 These godlike thoughts while eager I pursue, 

; f | Some glit'ring trifle offer d to my view, 

\\ 

I 

; 


A gnat, an insect of the meanest kind, 

| Erase the new-born infage from my mind: 

| V Some beastly want, craving, importunate, 

[ Vile as the grinning mastiff at my gate, 

i! | Calls off from heavenly truth this reas'ning me, 
1 And tells me I'm a brute as much as he. 
| 


ib} If, on sublimer wings of love and praise, 
My soul above the starry vault I raise, 

Lur'd by some vain conceit, or shamful lust, 
I flag, I drop and flutter in the Zang. 
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The tow'ring lark thus, from her lofty strain, 
Stoops to an emmet; or a barley grain. | 
By adverse gusts of jarring instinQs tost, 

I rove to one, now to the other coast; 
To bliss unknown my lofty soul aspires, 

My lot unequal to my vast desires, 

As *mongst the hinds a child of royal birth, 
Finds his high pedigree by conscious worth ; 

So man, amongst his fellow brutes expos'd, 

Sees he's a king, but tis a king depos d. 

Pity him, beasts! you by no law confin'd, 

And barr'd from devious paths by being blind; 
Whilst man, through op'ning views of various wa 
Confounded, by the aid of knowledge strays; 
Too weak to choose, yet choosing still in haste : 
One moment gives the pleasure and dis e: 
Bilk'd by past minutes, while the prezent'cloy,. 
The flatt?ring future still must give the joy: 
Not happy, but amus'd upon the road, +: 
And like you thoughtless of his last abode, . 
Whether next sun his being shall restrain 
To endless nothing, happiness, or pain. 

Around me, lo! che thinking thoughtless crew 
(Bewilder'd each) their.diff' rent paths pursue; 
Of them I ask the way; the first replies, | 
Thou art a God; and sends me to the skies: 
Down on the turf, the next, two two legg'd beast, 
There fix thy lot, thy bliss and endless rest: 
Between these wide extremes the length is such, 
I. find I know too little or too much. 

D.3 


« Almighty” 
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© Almighty Pow'r, by whai most wise command, 


Felpless, forlorn, uncertain here I stand; 


© Take this faint glimm' ring of thyself away, 
Or break into my soul with perfect day! 
This said, expanded lay the sacred text, 
The balm, the light, the guide of souls perplex' d. 


Thus the benighted traveller that strays 


Through doubtful paths, enjoys the morning rays 2. 25 
The nightly mist, and thick: descending dew, 
Parting, unfold the fields and vaulted blue. 
O Truth divine; enlighten'd by thy ray, 
I grope and guess no more, but see my way; 
Thou clear'dst the secret of my high descent, 
And told'st me what those mystic tokens meant; 
Marks of my. birth, which 1 had worn in vain, X 
Too hard for worldly sages to explain. 
© Zeno's, were vain, vain Epicurus' schemes, 
A Their systems false, delusive were their dreams; 
* Unskill'd my twofold nature to divide, 
One nurs'd my pleasure, and one nurs'd my pride; 
Those jarring truths which human art beguile, 
Thy sacred page thus bids me reconcile,” 
Offspring of God, no less thy pedigree, . 
What thou once wert, art now, and still may be, 
Thy God alone can tell, alone decree; 
Faultless thou dropp'dst from his unerring.skall, . 
Withthe bare pow'r-to tin, since free of will: 
Yet charge not with thy guilt his boynteous love, 
For who has pow'r-towalk has pow'r to rove; 


Who 
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Who atts by force impell'd can nought deserve; 

And wisdom short of infinite may swerve. 

Borne on thy new imp'd wings, thou took'st thy flight, : 

Left thy Creator, and the realms of light; 

Disdain'd his gentle precept to fulfil, 

And thought to grow a god by doing ill: 

Though by foul guilt thy heav'nly form defac'd, 

In nature chang'd, from happy mansions.chas'd, . 

Thou still retain'st same sparks of heav'nly fire, 

Too faint to mount, yet restless to aspire; 

Angel enough to seek thy bliss again, 

And brute enough to make thy search in vain. 

The creatures now withdraw their kindly use, 

Some fly to thee, some torment, some seduce; 

Repast ill suited to such diff rent guests, 
For what thy sense desires, thy soul distastes; 

Thy lust, thy curiosity, thy pride, | 

Curb'd, or deserv'd, or baulk'd, or gratified, 

Rage on, and make thee equally unbless' d, 

In what thau want'st, and what thou hast possess' d. 

In vain thou hop'st for bliss on this poor clod; 

Return and seek thy Father and thy God; 

Yet think not to regain thy native sky, 

Borne on the wings of vain philosophy! 

Mysterious passage! hid from human eye; 

Soaring you'll sink, and sinking you will rise: 

Let humble thoughts thy wary footsteps guide; 

Repair by meekness what you lost by pride. 
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THE BITER BIT. EN 


| A Cain priest had hoarded up 


A secret mass of gold; 


But where he might bestow it safe, 


By fancy was not told. 


At last it came into his head, 


To lock it in a chest 
Within the chancel; and he wrote 
Thereon, Hic Deus est. 


A merry grig, whose greedy mind 
Long wish'd for such a prey, 
Respetting not the sacred words 
That on the casket lay, 
Teck out the gold, and blotting out 
The priest's inscript thereon, 
Wrote, Resurrexit, non est hic, 
11 Your God is rose and gone.” 


— * 
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"THE 


TRIALS OF VIRTUE. 


By Mr. MERRICK. 


LAC'd on the verge of youth, my mind 


Life's op'ning scene survey'd: 
I view'd its ills of various kind, 


Afflicted and afraid. 


But 


ut 
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But chief my fear thedangers mov'd, 


That virtue's path inclose : 
My heart the wise pursuit approv'd ; 
But, oh! what toils -oppoxe | 


For see! ah see! while yet her ways, 


With doubtful step I tread, 


Ahostile world its terrors raise, 


In snares delusive spread. 


Those terrors learn to meet? 


Hlou from a thousand snares to guard, 


My unexperienced feet? 


A thus I mus'd, oppressiue sleep, 


Soft o'er my temples. drew 
Oblivion's veit—«the wat'ry deep, 
An objedt strange and new, _ 


Before me rose, on the wide hore, 
Observant as I stood, 

The gathering storms around me roar, 
And heave the boiling flood. 


Near and more near 8 billows rise; 

E'en now my steps they lave; 

And death to my affrighted eyes 
Approach in ev'ry wave. a 


LI 


Oh, how Shall I, with heart prejar'd, 


What 
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What hope, or whither to retreat! 
Each nerve at once unstrung, 

Chill fear had fetter'd fast my feet, 
And chain'd my speechless — 


1 fret; my heart WEE me die; 
When sudden to mine ear 

A voice descending from on high, 
Reprov'd my erringſear. 


_ © What tho' the swelling surge thou see 
© Impatient to devour; 
Rest, mortal, rest on God's decree, . 
And thankful own his pow'r. 


| i | Know, when he bade the deep appear; 3 
It Thus far, th Almighty said, 

| 6 Thus far, not farther rage; and here 
Let thy proud waves be stay d.“ 


I heard; and, lo! at. once controul'd, 
The waves in wild retreat, 

Back on themselves reluQant roll' d. 
And murmuring left my feet. 5 


Deeps to assembling deeps in vain, 
Once more the signal gave: 

The shores the rushing weight sustain, 
And check ch usurping wave. 


; Convinc'd: 
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Convinc'd in nature's Velde wise, 
The imag' d truth L read 48 7 
And sudden from my waking eyes, | | 
Th instruttive vision fled. 


© Then why thus TAPES O my soul! 
Say why, distrustful still, 

Thy thoughts with vain impatience roll 
O'er scenes of future ill. 


6 Let faith suppress each rising fear, 
© Each anxious doubt exclude ; 

+ Thy Maker's will has plac'd thee here, 
A Maker wise and good; 


He to chy ev'ry trial knows 
Its just restraint to give; 
Attentive to behold thy woes, 

And faithful to relieve. 


Then why thus heavy, O my soul! 
« Say why, distrustful still, 

Thy thoughts with vain impatience roll 
Ober scenes of future ill ? 


© Tho' ok unnumber'd throng thee round, 
Still in thy God confide, - 


Whose finger marks the seas their bound, 
+ And curbs the head. long tide.” 


A RHAP- © 


O 


A RH APSODY. 


A 8 I walk'd tomyvelf, 1 aid ndl 
And myself said ag ain to me, 


Look to thyself, take care of thyself, 
For nobody cares for thee. 

Then I said te myself, and thus answer'd myself, 
With the self same repartee, 

Look to chyself, or look not to thy self, 
?Tis theself same thing to me. 


» 
— 
_ *4 ” 


ESSAY ON POETRY. © 
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By the DUKE of BUCKINGHAM. + 

— com - 

F all those arts, in which che wise excel, 

Nature's chief masterpiece 1s writing well: 

No writings lifts exalted man so high, 

As sacred and soul- moving Poesy; 3 

No kind of work requires so nice a touch; 

And, if well fanish'd, nothing shines so much. 

But Heaven forbid we should be so profane, 

To grace che vulgar with that noble name. 

Tis not a flash of fancy, which sometimes, 

Dazzling our minds sets eff the slightest 3 


Bright 


N 
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2 right 


Bright as a blaze, but in a moment done: 
True wit 1s everlasting, ke the sun; * 
Which, though zometimes behind a cloud retir'd, 
Breaks out again, and is by alladmir'd. © 
Number, and rhyme, and that harmonious rn 
Which not the nieest ear with harshness wound, 

Are necessary, yet but vulgar art; 


And all in vain these superficial parts 
Contribute to the structure of the whole, 


Without a genius too; for that's the soul: 45 


As spirit which i inspi res the work u c t A: 
As that of nature moves the world about, | 


A flame that glows amidst conception” 8 fit; e 
Even something of divine, and more than wit; a 
Itself unseen, yet all things by it shewn, -7 


Describing all men, but descnb'd by none. 

Where dost thou dwell ? what caverns of the brain 
Can such a vast and mighty thing contain ? 
When I, at vacant hours, in vain thy abzence mourn, | 
Oh! where dost thou retire?- and why dost thou return, | 
Sometimes with pow'rful charms to hurry me away, ' 
From pleasures of the night and business of the r 
Even now, not far transported, I am fain Re 4. 
To check thy course, and use the needful rein 954 


As all is dulness when the fancy's bady” 0+ iy 8 1 4 
So, without judgment, fancy is but mad: £91 2 ** : 8 
And judgment has à bound less inſluen em 


Not only in the choice of words, or sene 
But on the world, on manners and on men; | 
Fancy is but the feather of the penn 

Reasor is that substantial useful part, 


Which gains the head, while t'other wins the heart 
Vol, IV, 16, E. 


* * 


Here 


And monsters worse then ever Nilus breeds. 


* 9 
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"Haro 1 chall all the various sorts of dene, 


And the whole art of poetry, rehearse; 
But who that task could after Horace do ? | 
| The Lach of masters and examples too ! ! 


Echoes at best, all we can say is vain ; 


Dull the design, and fruitless were the pain. · 


Tis true, the ancients we may rob wich ease! 


But who with that mean shift himself can please, 
Without an actor's pride? A player's art 
Is above his who writes a borrow'd part. 

Yet modern laws are made for latter faults, 

And new absurdities inspire new thoughts; 
What need has Satire then to live on theft, 
When so much fresh occasion still is left? 
Fertile our soil, and full of rankest weeds; 1 


— 


But hold the fool shall have no cause to fear; 
Tis wit and sense that are the subject here: 8 
Defedts of witty men deserve a cure; s 
And those who are so will ev'n this endure, - 
First then, of songs, which no] so much — 
Without his song no fop is to be found ; | 


A most offensive weapon, which he draws | /. 


On all he meets, against Apollo's laws. 

Though nothing seems more easy, yet no _ 

Ot poetry requires à nicer art; 

For as in rows of richest pearl there lies 

Many a blemish that escapes our eyes, 

The least of which defects is plainly shewn. 

In one small riogy and brings.4 the value W * 
80 


80 


8 

So songs should be to just perfection wrought; 

Yet where can one be seen without a fault? | 

Exact propriety of words and thought: 

Expression easy, and the fancy high; 

Vet that not seem to creep, nor this to fly; 

No words transpos'd, but in such order all, 

As wrought with care, yet seem by chance to fall. 

Here, as in all things else, is most unfit, 

Bare ribaldry, that poor pretence to Wit; 

Such nauseous songs by a late author made, 

Call an unwilling censure on his shade. 

Not that warm thoughts of the transporting joy 

Can shock the chastest, or the nicest cloy; 

But words obscene, too gross to move desire, 

Like heaps of fuel, only choke the fire. 5 

On other themes he well deserves our * i 

But palls that appetite he meant to raise. 
Next, Elegy, of sweet but solemn voice, 

And of a subject grave exacts the choice; 

The praise of beauty, valour, wit contains: 

And there too oft despairing love camplains : 

In vain, alas ! for who by wit is mov'd, 

That Phoenix she deserves to be belov'd; 

But noisy nonsense, and such fops as vex 4 85 

Mankind, take most with that fantastic sex. 

This to the praise of those Who better knew; 

The many raise the value of he few. 

But here (as all our sex too oft have tried) 

Women have drawn my wan d'ring thoughts 1 

Their greatest fault, who in this kind haye writ, 

Is not defect in words, or want of wit: 
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But chould this Muse harmonious numbers yield, 


And ev'ry couplet be with fancy fill'd; 

If yet a just coherence is not made 

Between each thought, and the whole model laic 

So right, that ev'ry line may higher rise, 

Like goodly mountains, till they reach the Kies; 3 

Such trifles may perhaps of late have pass'd, 

And may be lik'd awhile, but never last; 

*Tis epigram, 'tis point, tis what you will, 

But not an elegy, nor writ with skill, 

No Panegyric, nor a Cooper's Hill. a 
A higher flight, and of a happier force, 

Are Odes { the Muses most unruly horse, 

That bounds 0 fierce, the rider has no ret, 


Here foams at mouth, and moves like one possess Sd. 


The poet here must be indeed inspir'd 92 a 
With fury too, as well as fancy fir'd, wa 
Cowley might boast to have perform'd this part, 
Had he with nature join'd the rules of att; 
But sometimes dition mean, or verse ill wrought, 
Deadens, or clouds, his noble frame ofathought. 
Though all appear in heat and fury done, 3 
The language still must soft and easy run. 
These laws may sound a little too severe; 
But judgment yields, and fancy governs here; 
Which, though extravagant, this Muse allows, 
And makes the work much easier than it shews. 
Ot all the ways that wisest men could find 
To mend the age, and mortify mankind, 


942 


Satire well writ has most successful proy'd, 


And cures, because the remedy is loy'd, 


1 WF" 

'Tis hard to write on such a subject more, 

Without repeating things said oft before: 

Some vulgar errors oily we'll remove, 

That stain a beauty which we so much love. 

Of chosen words some take not care enough, 

And think they should be as the subjett rough; 

This poem must be more exactly made, 

And sharpest thoughts in smoothest words convey d. 

Some think, if sharp enough, they cannot fail, | 

As if their only. business was to rail: 

But human frailty nicely to unfold, 

Distinguishes a satyr from a scold. 

Rage you must hide, and prejudice lay down; ;- 

A satyr's smile is sharper than his frown : | 

So while you seem to slight some rival youth, 

Malice itself may pass sometimes for truth. 

The Laureat here may justly claim our praise, 

Crown'd by Mac Flecknoe with immortal bays; 

Vet once his Pegasus has borne dead weight, 

Rid by some lumpish minister of state. 5 
Here rest, my Muse, suspend thy cares awhile; 

A more important task attends thy toil. 

As some young eagle, that designs to flxx 

A long unwonted journey through the sky, 

IWeighs all the dang'rous enterprize before, 

O'er what wide lands and seas she is to soar; 

Doubts her own strength so far, and justly fears, 

The lofty road of airy travellers; 

But yet, incited by some bold design, 

That n her hopes beyond her fears inclne, © —_. 
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Prunes ev'ry Cakes. views herself with-care, 

At last, resolv'd, she cleaves the yielding air 

Away she flies, so strong, so high, so fast, 

She lessens to us, and is lost at last: 

So (thoꝰ too weak for such a weighty thing) 

The Muse inspires a sharper note to sing. 
And why chould truth offend, when only told 

' To guide the ignorant, and warm the bold ? 

On, then, my Muse; advent'rously engage 

Jo give instructions that concern the Stage. 

The unities of action, time, and place, 
Which, if observ'd, give plays 80 great a grace, 
Are, tho? but little praftis'd, too well known 
To be taught here, where we pretend alone 
From nicer faults to purge the present age, — 
Less obvious errors of the English stage. 

First, then, Soliloquies had need be few, 
Extremely short, and spoke in passion too. 
Our lovers talking to themselves, for want 
Of others, make the pit their confidant ; | 
Nor is the matter mended yet, if thus 
They trust a friend, only to tell it us; 

Th' occasion should as naturally fall, 
As when Bellario confesses all. 

Figures of speech, which poets think so fine 

{Art's needless varnish to make nature shine) 

All are but paint upon a beauteous face, 

And in descriptions only claim a place: 

But, to make rage declaim, and grief discourse, 
From lovers in despair fine things to force, 

| 3 3 Must 


1 * 


Must needs succeed; for who can choos but pity: 
A dying hero, miserably witty ? 
But oh! the Dialogues, where jest and mock 
Are held up like a rest at shuttle- cock; 
Or else like bells eternally they chime; 17 88 
They sigh in Simile, and die in Rhyme. 
What things are these who would be poets thought, 
By nature not inspir'd, nor learning taught ? 
Some wit they have, and therefore may deserve 
A better course than this, by whych they starve: 
But to write plays! why, *tis a bold pretence N 
To judgment, breeding, wit and eloquence: i 
Nay more ; for they must look within, to find . 
Those secret turns of nature in the mind. 
Without this part, in vain would be che whole, 
And but a body all, without a soul. 
All this united yet but makes a part 
Of Dialogue, that great and pow'rful art, 
Now almost lost, which the old Grecians knew, 
From whom the Romans fainter copies drew, 
Scarce comprehended since but by a few. 
Plato and Lucian are the best remains 
Of all che wonders which this art contains; 
Vet to ourselves we justice must allow, 
Shakespear and Fletcher are the wonders new. 
Consider then, and read them o'er and o'er ; 
Go see them play'd, then read them as before: 
For though in many things they grossly fail, 
Over our passions still they so prevail, 
That our own grief by theirs is rock' d asleep ; 
st Ihe dull are forc'd to feel, the wise to weep, | 
. Their 
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Their beauties imitate, avoid their faults! 
First, on a plot employ thy careful thoughts; 


Turn it, with time, a thousand sev'ral ways; 
This oft, alone, has given success to plays. 
Reject that vulgar error (Which appears 

So fair,) of making perfect characters; 


There's no such thing in nature, and you'll draw 


A faultless monster which the world ne'er saw. 
Some faults must be, that his misfortunes drew, 
But such as: may deserve compassion too. 
Besides the main design compos'd with art, 
Each moving scene must be a plot apart; 
Contrive each little turn, mark ev'ry place, 

As painters first chalk- out the future face: 
Yet be not fondly your own slave for this, 


- But change hereafter what appears amiss. 
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Think not so much where shining hg to place, 


As what a man would say in such a case: 
Neither in comedy will this suffice, 


The player too must be before your eyes; 


And, though tis drudgery to stoop so low, 

To him you must your secret meaning she w. 
Expose no single fop, but lay the load 

More equally, and spread the folly broad; 

Mere coxcombs are too obvious; oft we see 

A fool derided by as bad as he: 

Hawks fly atnobler game; in this low way, 

A very owl may prove a bird of prey. 

Small poets thus will one poor fop devour : . 

But to collect, like bees, from ev'ry flow'r, - 
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Ingredients to compose that precious juice, h 
Which serves the world for pleasure and for use, N | 
In spite of fafttion—this would favour get; 7 
But Falstaff stands inimitable yet. 
Another fault which often may befal, 
Is, when the wit of some great poet shall 
So overflow, that is, be none at all, 
That ev'n his fools speak sense, as if possest, 
And each by inspiration breaks his jest. 
If once the justness of each part be lost, 
Well may we laugh, but at the poet's cost. 
That silly thing men call sheer-wit avoid, 
With which our age so nauseously i is cloy'd : 
Humour is all; wit should be only brought 


Lo turn agreeably some proper thought. 


But since the poets we of Jate have known 
Shine in no dress so much as in their own, 
The better by example to convince, - 
Cast but a view on this wrong side of sense. 
First, a benen is calmly made, 
Where ev'ry reason is exactly weigh'd; 
Which once per form'd, most opportunely comes 
Some hero frighted at the noise of drums; 
For her sweet sake, whom at first sight he loves, 
And all his metaphor his passion . 
But some sad accident, though yet unknown, 
Parting this pair, to leave the swain alone; 
He straigkt grows jealous, tho' we know not why ; 
Then, to oblige his rival, needs will die; 
But first he makes a speech, wherein he tells 
The absent nymph how much his flame excels ; * 
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And yet bequeaths her generously now, 
To that lov'd rival whom he does not know ! 


Who straight appears; but who can fate withstand 7 


Too late, alas! to hold his hasty hand, g 
That just has given himself the cruel stroke! 


At which his very rival's heart is broke: 


He, more to his new friend than mistress kind, 
Most sadly mourns at being left behind : 
Of such a death prefers the pleasing charms. 


To love, and living. in a lady's arms. 


What shameful and what monstrous things are these! 
And then they rail at those they cannot please: | 
Conclude us only partial to the dead, 


And grudge the sign of old Ben Jonson's head; 
When the intrinsic value of the stage ; 
Can scarce be judg'd but by a following age: — 
For dances, flutes, Italian songs, and rhyme, 

May keep up sinking nonsense for a time; 

But that must fail, which now so much o'er.rules; 


And sense no longer will submit to fools. 


By painful steps at last we labour up 
Parnassus“ hill, on whose bright airy top 
The Epic poets so divinely shew, 1 
And with just pride behold the rest belo . 


Heroic poems have a just pretence 


To be the utmost stretch of human sense; 


A work of such inestimable worth, 


There are but two the world has yet brought forth! 


Homer and Virgil! ! with what sacred awe 
Do those mere sounds the world's attention draw 4 


>» '> >. UB => 


Just 


— 


> 


_— 


E 2 | 
Just as a changeling seems below the ret 

Jof men, or rather is a two-legg'd beast, 

so these gigantic souls, amaz'd, we find 

As much above the rest of human kind! 

Nature's whole strengih united! endless fame, 

And universal shouts, attend their name! 

Read Homer once, and you can read no more, 

For all books else appear so mean, so poor, 

erse will seem prose; but still persist to read, 

And Homer will be all the books you need. 

Had Bossu never writ, the world had still, | 
Eike Indians, view'd this wond'rous piece of ski : 
\s something of divine the work ar | 

Not hop'd to be instrufted, but i inspir'd 

But he, disclosing sacred mysteries, 

Has shewn where all the mighty magic lies J 

Describ'd the seeds, and in what order SOWN, | 

hat have to such a vast proportion grown. IIS 4 

Sure from some angel he the secret knew, 

ho thought this labyrinth has lent the clue. 

But what, alas! avails it poor mankind, + 

o see this promis'd land, yet stay behindꝰ 

he way is she wn, but who has strength to go? 
ho can all sciences profoundly know.? 

hose fancy flies beyond weak Reason $ sight, 

\nd yet has judgment to direct 1 it right 7 

hose just judgment, Virgil-like, i is such, 

Never to say too little or too much? 

Let such a man begin without delay; 22 

But he must do beyond what I can say 

Must above Tasso's lofty flights prevail, 

Succeed where Spenser and ev'n Milton fail. 
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And high o'er his grave 


- The willow-trees wave; 
Whs died on the Banks of the Yarrow! 


»Twas.urider their hade, | 
Hand in hand as we stray'd, 
He fell, by the flight of an arrow; 
And fast from the wound, 

His blood stain'd the ground, 
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BANKS of the YARROW.. 

ILE the Moon-beams all On" 


Give a lustre to Night, 
1 weep, on his dwelling so narrow; 
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Who died on the Banks of the Yarrow! 


Now lonely I move 
- Thro' the Lab'rinths of Lids; 


Whore echoes sigh deep with «cM sorrow 


I mourn - bui in vain 
' I'sigh for the Swain, 
Who died on the Banks of the Yartow!! 


As wildly Eve 57 


And look on his grave, 


Distraction my 50ul seems . * 
And blest were my doom 1 
Could 1 sink on his tomb, 
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Who died on che Banks of the Yarrow! ! 
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By Dr. EDWARD YOUNG. 


PART I. 


HE days how few, how ſhort the years, 
Of man's too rapid race; 
Each leaving, as it fwiftly flies, 
A ſhorter in its place P 
They who the longeſt leaſe enjoy, 
Have told us, with a ſigh, _ * 
That, to be born, ſeems little more 
Tuhan to begin to die. 
Numbers there are who feel this truth, 
With fears alarm'd; and yet, 
In life's deluſions lull'd aſleep, 
This weighty truth forget. 
And am not I to theſe a-kin ? 
Age ſlumbers o'er the quill : - 
Its honour blots whate'er it writes, 
And am I writing fill? 
| Conſcious of nature in decline, 
And languor in my thoughts, 
To ſoften cenſure, and abate 
Its rigour on my faults, 
. 16. ³ Permit 
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[2] 
Permit me, Madam, ere to you 
. The, promis'd verſe I-pay, 
To touch on felt infirnuty, 
Sad ſiſter of decay. 


One world deceas'd, another born, 


Like Noah they behold, 
O er whoſe white hairs and furrow'd brows 
Too many ſuns have roll'd. 
Happy the patriarch ! he rejoic'd 
His ſecond world to ſee; - ö 
My ſecond world, tho' gay the ſcene, 
Can boaſt no charms for me. 
To me this brilliant age appears i 
With deſolation ſpread; 985 EY 
Near all with whom I liv'd, and ſmil'd, 
Wbilſt life was life, are dead ; _ .. 
And with them died my joys : the grave: 
- Has broken nature”s laws 3 | 
And clos'd, againſt this feeble frame, 
Its partial cruel ja: 
Cruel to ſpare ! condemn'd to life! 
A cloud impairs my fight ; 
My weak hand diſobeys my will, 
And trembles as I write. | 
What ſhall I write ? Thalia! tell; 
Say, long abandon'd muſe ! 


: What field of fancy ſhall I range 7 


What ſubject ſhall I chuſe? _ e 
| A choice 


1 
A choice of moment high inſpire, 
And reſcue me from ſhame, * 


For doating on thy charms fo late, 
By grandeurin my theme. | 
Beyond the themes, which moſt admire, 
Which dazzle; or amaze ; _ 
Beyond renown'd exploits of war, 
Bright charms, or empire's blaze, 
Are themes which, in a world of wo, 
Can beſt appeaſe our pain; 
And, in an age of gaudy guilt, 
Gay folly's flood reſtrain; 
Amidſt the florms of life ſupport 
A calm unſhaken mind; | 
And with unfading laurels crown 
The brow of the refign'd. | 
'O Res16xAT1ON! yet unſung, 
Untouch'd by former ſtrains; 
Tho' claiming ev'ry muſe's ſmile, | 
And ev'ry poet's pains ; 
Beneath life's ev ning ſolemn ſhade, | 
I dedicate my page | 
To thee, thou ſafeſt guard of 1 
Thou ſole ſupport of age! 
All other duties ereſcents are 
Of virtue faintly bright; 
The glorious conſummation, thou! 
Which fills her orb with light; | 
A 2 How 


ri WS 
Ho rarely fild! The love divine 
5 In evils to diſcern; 
This the firſt leſſon which we want, 
The lateſt which we learn: 
A melancholy truth ! For know, 
Could our proud hearts reign, 
The diſtance greatly would decreaſe 
Twixt human and divine. 
But tho' full noble is my theme, 
Full urgent is my call 
To ſoften ſorrow, and forbid 
The burſting tear to fall; 
The taſk I dread : dare I to leave. 
Of human proſe the ſhore, 
And put to ſea? a dang'rous ſeal 
What throngs have ſunk before! 
How proud the poet's billows fwell | - 
The God ! The God i bia boaſt ; 
A boaſt how vain ! what wrecks abound | 
Dead bards ſtench. every coaſt, 
What then am I? Shall I preſume, 
On ſuch a moulten wing, 
Above the general wreck to riſe, 
And, in my winter, fing; 
When nightingales, when fweetel bards, 
Confine their charming ſong 
To ſummer's animating heats, 
Content to warble young ? 


1 


„ Vet, 
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| Yet, write I muſt; a lady * ſues; 
How ſhameful her requeſt ? 
My brain in labour for dull rhyme! 
HFer's teeming with the beſt! 
But you a ſtranger will excuſe, 
Nor ſcorn his feeble ſtrai n 
To you a ſtranger, but, through fate, 
No ſtranger to your pain. 5 
The ghoſt of grief deceas'd: aſcends, 
His old wound bleeds anew; 
His ſorrows are recall d to life 
By thoſe he ſees in you : | 
Too yell he knows. the twiſted uin 
Of ardent hearts combin'd ; 5 
When rent aſunder, how they bleed, 
How hard to be reſign'd : 
Thoſe tears you pour, his eyes have ſhed; 
The pang you feel, he felt: | . 
Thus Nature, loud as Virtue, bids .- | 
His heart at your's to melt. 3 
But what can heart, or head, Tu; el S 
What ſad Experience ſay ? 
Through truths auſtere, to peace we work 
Our rugged, gloomy. way: 
What are we ? whence ? for what? and We ef 
Who know not, needs muſt mourn ; ; 
But Thought, bright daughter of the Tkies! 
Can tears to triumph turn, 
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Thought is our armour, 'tis the mind's 
Impenetrable ſhield, 
When, ſent by fate, we meet our foes 
In fore Aﬀiivion's field; 
It plucks the frightful-maſk from ills ; 
| Forbids pale fear to hide, 55 
Beneath that dark diſguiſe, a friend, 
Which turns affeQtion's tide. | 
Affection frail ! train'd up by Senſe, 
From Reaſon's channel ftrays; 
And whilſt it blindly points at peace, 
Our peace to pain betrays, 
Thought winds its-fond, erroneous ſtream 
From daily-dying flow'rs, 
To nouriſh rich, immortal blooms, 
In amaranthine bow'rs ; 

Whence throngs, in eeſtacy, look down 
On what once ſhock'd their light; 
And thank the terrors of the paſt, - * 
For ages of delight. 1 

All withers here; who moſt poſſeſs | 
Are loſers by their gain, 

Stung by full proof, that, bad at beſt, 
Life's idle All is vain : | 

Vain, 1 in its courſe, life's murmꝰ ring fiream 3 3 
Did not its courſe offend, 

But murmur ceaſe ; life, then, would ſeem 
Still vainer, from its end, * | 
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„ | 
How wretched ! who, through on: 
Have nothing to lament. 
With the poer alms this world abends, 
Deplorably content? 
Had not the Greek his world miſtook, 
His wiſh had been moſtwiſe 3 
To be content with but one world, 
Like him, we ſhould deſpiſe. 
Of earth's revenue would you flate 
A full account, and fair? 
We hope; and hope; and hope; then call 
The total up——deſpair, 
Since vain all here, all 8 W. 
Embrace the lot aſſign d | 
Heav'n wounds to heal; its 2 are fiend ; Be: 
Its ſtrokes ſevere, moſt kind, 
But in laps'd nature rooted deep, 
Blind error domineers ; 
- And on fools errands, in the 4 
Sends out our hopes and fears 3 
; Bids, us for ever pains deplore, 
* Our pleaſures overpriae: | 
; Theſe oft perſuade us to be weak; 
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++... Thoſe urge us to be wiſe, 


From vittue's rugged path to right 

Hy pleaſure are we brought - 

| To flow'ry fields of wrong, and there 
Pain chides us for dur fault: 2 

"ov | | Yet 


CA 
Vet whilſt it W it ſpeaks of A 7 
: If folly i is withſtood ; | 


| And ſays, time pays an eaſy price . 
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For our eternal good. 


In earth's dark cot, and in an hour, 
And in deluſion great, 
What an economiſt is man, 
To ſpend his whole eſtate, 
And beggar an eternity ? 
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For which as. he was born, 
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More worlds than one againſt i it mags, 
As feathers he ſhould ſcorn. | 
Say not, your loſs in triumph leads 
Religion's feeble ſtrife: 
Joys future amply reimburſe- 
Joys bankrupts of this life, 
But not deferr'd your joy ſo long, 
| It bears an early date: 
Affliction's ready pay in hand 
Befriends our preſent ſtate, N 
What are the tears which trickle down! [iv 
Her melancholy face, N 
Like liquid pearl? like pearls of price, 
They purchaſe laſting peace. | 
Grief ſoftens. hearts, and curbs the with; 
-s Impetuous paſſion tames, 
And keeps inſatiate keen deſire 
From launching in extremes, 
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Thro' time's dark womb, our Judgment right, 
If our dim eye was thrown, 

Clear ſhould we ſee, the will divine 

Has but foreſtall'd our own. 

At variance with our future wifh, 
Self-ſever'd, we complain; 

If ſo, the wounded, not the wound. 
Muſt anſwer for the pain. 

The day ſhall come, and ſwift of wing, 
Tho” you may think it flow, ; 

When, i in the lift of fortune's ſmiles, 
You'll enter frowns of wo. 

For mark the path of;Providence 2. 
This courſe it has purſued, 

© Pain is the parent, wo the womb, 
Of ſound important good.. 

Our hearts are faſten'd to this world 
By ſtrong and endleſs ties; 

And ev'ry ſorrow cuts a ſtring, 
And urges us to riſe, 

*T will ſound ſevere—Yet reſt aſſur d 
I'm ſtudious of your peace; 

Tho! I ſhould dare to give you — 
Yes, joy of his deceaſe : 

An hour ſhall come {you queſtion this) 
An hour, when you ſhall bleſs, 

Beyond the brighteſt beams of life, 
Dark days of your diſtreſs. 


Hear then Müden fucks a. truth, 
A daughter-truth to this, 
Swift turns of fortune often. tie 
A bleeding heart to bliſs, 
Eſteem-you this a paradox ? P 
My ſacred motto read ; _ 
A glorious truth ! divinely ſung 
By one whoſe heart had bled. 
To Reſignation ſwift he flew ; 
In her a friend he found; _. 
A friend, which bleſs'd him with a nila. 
When gaſping with his wound. | 
On earth nought precious is obtain'd 
But what is painful too 9 
By travel, and to travel born, 
Our ſabbaths are but few ; 
To real joy we work our way, 
Encountering many a ſhock, 
Ere found what truly charms ; 3 as found 
A Venus in the block. 
In ſome diſaſter, ſome ſevere 
Appointment for our fins, | | 
That mother- bleſſing, (not ſo call'd} 
True happineſs, begins. 
No.martyr e'er defy'd the flames, 
By flings of life unvext; 
Firſt roſe ſome quarrel with this world, 
Then paſſion for the next. 
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You ſee, then, pangs are parent-pangs, 
The pangs of happy birth; 
Pangs, by which only can be born 
True happineſs on earth. 
The peopled earth look all Soil: 
Or tliro' time's records run! 
And ſay, What is a man unſtruck ? 
It is a man undone. 
This moment, am I deeply VER 
My bold pretence is try'd ; Fre . 
When vain man boaſts, Heav'n puts'to proof 
The vauntings of his pride; x 
| Now need I, madam! your ſupport, 
How exquiſite the ſmart! 
How critically tim'd the * news | 
Which ſtrikes me to the heart! 
The pangs of which I ſpoke, I feel: 2 
If worth like thine is born, 
O long beloy'd! I bleſs the blow, 
And triumph, whilſt I mourn, | 
Nor mourn 1 long; by grief ſubdu'd- 
Be reaſon's empire ſhown: _ 
Deep anguiſh comes by Heaven $ decree, 
Continues by our own; 
And when continu'd paſt 1 its point, 
Indulg'd in length of time, 
Grief is diſgrace, and, what was fate, 
Corrupts into a crime: 
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* The death of Mr. Richardſon. 
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Hear then without ſurpriſe a truth, 
A daughter: truth to this, 
Swift turns of fortune often tie 
A bleeding heart to bliſs. 
Eſteem you this a paradox ? 
My ſacred motto read ; 
A glorious truth ! divinely ſung 
Buy one whoſe heart had bled. 
To Reſignation ſwift he flew ; 
In her a friend he found; 


A friend, Which bleſs'd him with a ſmile N 


When gaſping with his wound. ; 
On earth nought precious is obtain'd 
But what is painful too; 


By travel, and to travel born, 


Our ſabbaths are but few; 5 18 ad 


To real joy we work our way, 
Encountering many a ſhock, 

Ere found what truly charms; as found, 
A Venus in the block. 

In ſome diſaſter, ſome ſevere 
1 for our ſins, 

That mother-bleſſing, (not ſo call'd) 
True happineſs, begins. 

No martyr e' er defy'd the flames, 
By ſtings of life unvext; 

Firſt roſe ſome quarrel with this world, 
Then paſſion for the next. 
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You ſee, then, pangs are parent-pangs, 
The pangs of happy birth; 
Pangs, by which only can be born 
True happineſs on earth. 
"The peopled earth look all Soak 
Or tliro' time's records run 1 
And ſay, What is a man unſtruck ? 
It is a man undone. 
This moment, am I deeply ſtung 
My bold pretence is try'd ; Sick 
When vain man boaſts, Heav'n puts to proof : 
The vauntings of his pride; 
Now need I, madam! your ſupport,— 
How exquiite the ſmart ! 
How critically tim'd the * news 
Which ſtrikes me to the heart ! 
The pangs of which I ſpoke, I feel: 
If worth like thine is born, 
O long beloy'd! I bleſs the blow, - 
And triumph, whilſt I mourn, 
Nor mourn 1 long; by grief ſubdu'd 
Be reaſon's empire ſhown : 
Deep anguiſh comes by Heaven' $ decree, 
Continues by our ] o 


And when continu'd i its point, 
Indulg'd in length of time, 


Grief is diſgrace, and, what was fate, 
Corrupts into a crime: 


* The death of Mr. Richardſon. 
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And ſhall I, criminally mean, 
Myſelfand ſubje& wrong? 

No: my example ſhall ſupport 
The ſubjett of my ſong, 

Madam! I grant, your loſs is * 
Nor little is your gain: 


Let that be weigh'd ; when weigh'd arightz 
It richly pays your pain,. 

When Heaven would kindly ſet us free, 
And earth's enchantment end, 

It takes the moſt effeQtual means, 
And robs us of a FRIEND: 

But ſuch a friend and figh no more? 
Tis prudent ; but ſevere: 

Heaven aid my weak weakneſs, and 1 Pig 
All ſorrow . with this tear. 

Perhaps your ſettled grief to ſoothe 
I ſhould not vainly ſtrive: | 

But with ſoft balm your pain aſſuage, 
Had he been ſtill alive; 

Whoſe frequent aid brought kind "MY 
In my diſtreſs of thought, 

Ting'd wich his beams my cloudy page, 
And beautify'd a fault. 

To touch our paſſions? rſt: ſprings, 

Was his peculiar care; 

And deep his happy genius div'd 
In boſoms of the fair; | 


Nature, 
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Nature, which favours to the ſer 
All art beyond imparts, 
To him preſented,-at his birth, 
The key of human hearts: 
But not to me by him bequeath'd 
His gentle ſmooth addreſs ; . 
His tender hand to touch the wound 
In throbbings of diſtreſs. 
H owe'er, proceed I muſt, unbleGs'd 
With Eſculapian art: 
Know, love ſometimes, miſtaken love 4 
Plays diſaffection's part: 2 
Nor lands, nor ſeas, nor ſuns, nor ſtars, 
Can ſoul from ſoul divide; | 
They correſpond from diſtant worlds, 
Tho? tranſports are deny'*d ; 
Are you not, then, unkindly kind ? 
Is not your love ſevere 7 
O! ſtop that cryſtal ſource of wo; 
Nor wound him with a tear, 
As thoſe above from human bliſs 
Receive mcreaſe of joy; 
May not a ſtroke from human wo, 
a1 part, their peace deſtroy ? 
He 2 in thoſe he left . what? 
Your, now, paternal care : 
Clear from its cloud your brighten'd eye, 
It will diſeern him there; 
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In features, not of form alone, 
But thoſe, I truſt, of mind, 
Auſpicious to the public weal, 
And to their fate refign'd. 
Think on the tempeſts he ſuſtain'd ;_ 
Revolve his battle won; 


And let thoſe prophecy your joy 
From ſuch a father's ſon: 
In conſolation what you ſeek ? 
Fan, then, his martial fire; 
And animate to flame the ſparks 
Bequeath'd him by his fire. 
As nothing great is born in haſte, 
Wiſe Nature's time allow; 

His father's laurels may deſcend, 
And flouriſh on his brow, 
Nor, Madam! be ſurpriz'd to hear, 

That laurels may be due 
Not more to heroes of the field, 
(Proud boaſters !) than to yu: 
Tender as 1s the female frame, 
Like that brave man you mourn z 
You are a ſaldier, and to fight 
|  - Superior battles born; 
Beneath a banner nobler far 
Than ever was unfurl'd 
In fields of blood ; a banner bright? 
High wav'd o'er all the world. 


EY 

It, like a ſtreaming meteor, caſts - 
An univerſal light; 

Sheds day, ſheds more, eternal day 
On nations whelm'd in night: 

Beneath that banner, what exploit 
Can mount her glory higher, 

Than to ſuſtain the dreadful blow, 
When thoſe we love expire P 

Go forth a moral Amazon; 
Arm'd with undaunted thought; 

The battle won, tho' coſting dear, 

| Yowll think it cheaply bought : 

The paſſive hero, who fits down 

Unative, and can ſmile 

Beneath affliction's galling load, 
Out-aQs a Cæſar's toil ; 

The billows {tain'd by llaughter'd foes, 
Inferior praiſe afford; 

Reaſon's a bloodleſs conqueror, 

More glorious than the ſword. 

Nor can the thunder of huzzas 
From ſhooting nations, cauſe 

Such ſweet delight, as from your heart 
Soft whiſpers of applauſe. 

The dear deceas'd ſo fam'd in arms, 
With what delight he'll view 

His triumphs on the main outdone, 
Thus conquer'd, twice, by you! 
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Share his delight ; take heed to ſhun. 
Of boſoms moſt diſeas'd 

That odd diſtemper, an abſurd 
Reluctance to be pleas'd : 

Some ſeem 1n love with Sorrow's charms, 
And that foul fiend embrace : | 

This temper let me juſtly brand, 
And itamp it with diſgrace : 

Sorrow ! of horrid:parentage ! 

Thou ſecond born of hell! 

Againit Heaven's endleſs mercies pour'd: 
How dart'ſt thou to rebel ? 

From black and noxious vapours bred, 
And nurs'd by want of thought, 

And to the door of Frenzy's ſelf 
By perſeverance brought : 

Thy molt inglorious, coward tears. 
From brutal eyes have ran ; 

Smiles, incommunicable ſmiles ! 
Are radiant marks of man; 

They caſt a ſudden glory. round. 
Th' illumin'd human face; 

And light, in ſons of honeſt joy, 
Some beams of Moſes? face. 

Is Reſignation's leſſon hard ? 
Examine, we ſhall find 

That duty gives up little more 
Than anguiſh of the mind, 


Ct J. 
Reſign; and all the load of life 1 
That moment you remove, 
Its heavy tax, ten thouſand cares 
Devolve on One above; 3 
Who bids us lay our burden down 
On his Almighty hands, 
Softens our duty to relief, 
To bleffing a command. 
For joy what cauſe how ev'ry ſenſe 
Is courted from above. 
The year around, with preſents rich, 
The growth of endleſs love! 
But moſt. o'erlook the bleſſings pour'd, 
Forget the wonders done, 
And terminate, wrapt up in ſenſe. 
Their proſpeR at the ſun; 
From that, their final point vf view, 
From that their radiant goal, 


On travel infinite of thought, 
Sets out the nobler ſoul, 


Broke looſe from Time's tenacious ties, 
And Earth's involving gloom, 

To range at large its vaſt domain, 
And talk with worlds to come: 

They let unmark'd, and unemploy'd,, 
Life's idle moments run; 

And doing nothing for themſelyes,. 

Imagine nothing done: KY 
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Fatal miſtake ! their fate goes on, 


Their dread account proceeds, 

And their not doing is ſet down 
Amongſt their darkeſt deeds. 

Though man fits ſtill, and takes his eaſe, 
God is at work on man; 

No means, no moments unemploy'd, 
To bleſs him, if he can. 

But man conſents not, boldly bent 
To faſhion his own fate; 

Man, a mere bungler in the trade, 
Repents his crime too late; 

Hence loud laments ; let me thy cauſe, 
Indulgent Father! plead ; 


Of all the wretches we deplore, 


Not one by Thee was made. 
What is thy whole creation fair ? 
Of love divine the child : Fo 
Love brought it forth ; and from its birth; 
Has o'er it fondly ſmil de. 
Now, and thro' periods diſtant far 
Long ere the world began, 
 Heav'n is, and has in travel been, 
Its birth the good of man; 
Man holds in conftant ſervice bound 
The bluſt'ring winds and ſeas ; 
Nor ſuns diſdain to travel hard 
Their maſter, man, to pleaſe: 
; | To 


CW T7 
To final good the worſt events 
Thro? ſecret channels run; 
Finiſh for man their deſtin'd courſe, 
As 'twas for man begun. 
One point (obſerv'd, perhaps, by few} 
Has often ſmote, and ſmites 
My mind, as demonſtration ſtrong; 
That Heaven in man delights : 
What's known to man of things unſeen, 
Of future worlds or fates ? 
So much, nor more, than what to man's 
Sublime affairs relates: | 
What's revelation then? a liſt, 
An inventory juſt, 
Of that poor inſetct's goods fo late 
Call'd out of night and duſt. 
What various motives to rejoice 4 
To render joy ſincere, - 
Has this no weight? Our joy is felt 
Beyond this narrow ſphere : 
Would we in heav'n new heav'n create, 
And double its delight ? | 
A ſmiling world, when heav'n looks down, 
How pleaſing in its ſight ! 
Angels ſtoop forward from their thrones, 
To hear its joyful lays ; | 


As incenſe ſweet enjoy, and join, 


Its aromatic praiſe, | 
Have 
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Have we no cauſe to fear the ſtroke 
Of Heav'ns avenging rod, 
When we preſume to counteract 
A ſympathetic Goo ? 
If we reſign, our patience makes: 
His rod an harmleſs-wand ; 
J not, it darts a ſerpent's ſting, 
Like that in Moſes” hand; 
Like that it ſwallows up whate'er- 
Earth's vain magicians bring, 
Whoſe baffled arts would boaſt below 
Of joys a rival ſpring. 
Conſummate love ! the liſt how large- 
Of bleſſings from thy hand ? 
To baniſh ſorrow, and be bleſs'd,. 
Is thy ſupreme command. 
Are ſuch commands but ill obey*'d ?? 
Of bliſs ſhall we complain? 
The man who dares to be a wretch, 
Deſerves ſtill greater pain: 
Joy is our duty, glory, health; 
The ſunſhine of the ſoul ; 
Our beſt encomium on the Pow'r. 
Who ſweetly plans the whole: 
Joy is our Eden ſtill poſleſs'd :. 
Hegone, ignoble grief! 
Tis joy makes gods, and men exalts, 
Their nature our relief; | 
| Relief, 


1 
Relief, for man to that muſt ſtoopy | 
And his due diſtance know z 
Tranſport's the language of the ſkies, 
Content the ſtyle below. 
Content is joy; and joy in pain, 
Is joy and virtue too; 
Thus, whilſt good preſent we poſſeſs, 
More precious we purſue: 
Of joy the more we have in hand, 
The more have we to come; 
Joy, like our money, int'reſt bears, 
Which daily ſwells the ſum. 
£ But how to ſmile ; to ſtem the tide 
Of nature in our veins; | 
6 Is it not hard to weep. in joy? 
What then to ſmile in pains? 
Victorious joy ! which breaks the clouds, 
And ſtruggles thro! a ftorm, 
Proclaims the mind as great as good, 
And bids it doubly charm. 
If doubly charming in our ſex, 
A ſex by nature bold ; | 
What then in yours ? *Tis di'mond there, 
Triumphant o'er our gold, | 
And ſhould not this complaint repreſs. 
And check the riſing ſigh ? 
Yet farther opiate to your pain 
I labour to ſupply, 3 
. Since 
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Since ſpirits greatly. damp'd diſtort: 
Ideas of delight, 

Look thro' the medium of a friend; 
To ſet your notions right. 


As tears the ſight, grief dims the ſoul; 


Its object dark appears; 


True friendſhip, like a riſing ſun, 


The ſoul's horizon clears. 
A friend's an optic to the mind 
With ſorrow clouded o'er ; 
And gives it ſtrength of fight to ſee 
Redreſs unſeen before. 
Reaſon is ſomewhat rough in man; 
Extremely ſmooth and fair. 
When ſhe, to grace her manly ſtrengths, 


Aſſumes a female air. 


A friend you have, and I the ſame, 


Whoſe prudent, ſoft addreſs, 

Will bring to life thoſe healing thoughts, 
Which dy'd in your diſtreſs : 

That friend the ſpirit of my theme 
Extratting for your eaſe, 

Will leave to me the dreg, in thoughts 
Too common ; ſuch as theſe ; 


- Let thoſe lament, to whom full bowls 


Of ſparkling joys are giv'n; 
That triple bane inebriates life, 7. 
Imbitters death, and hazards heav'n ; 
; | Wo 
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Wo to the Toul at perfeRt eaſe l 
'Tis brewing perfect pains ; 
Lull'd reaſon ſleeps, the pulſe is king! ; 
Deſpotic body reigns : 
Have you neer pity*d joy's gay ſcenes, 
And deem'd their glory dark ? 
Alas! poor Envy! ſhe's ſtone-blind, 
And quite miſtakes her mark: 
Her mark lies hid in ſorrow's ſhades, 
But ſorrow well ſubdu'd; 
And in proud Fortune's frown defy'd. 
By meek, unborrow'd good. 
By Reſignation; all in that 
A double friend may find, 
A wing to heav'n, and, while on earth, 
The pillow of mankind:: 
On pillows void of down, for reſt 
Our reſtleſs hopes we place; | 
When hopes of heav'n lie warm at heart, 
Our hearts repoſe in peace: 
That peace, which Reſignation yields, 
Who feel alone can gueſs ; 
*Tis diſbeliev'd by murm'ring minds, 
I They muſt conclude it leſs: 
The loſs, or gain, of that alone 
Have we to hope, or fear; 
That fate controuls, and can invert 
The ſeaſons of the year; 
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O! the dark days, the year around, - 
Of an impatient mind; 
Throꝰ clouds, and ſtorms, a ſummer N a 
To ſhine on the reſign'd: 
While man, by that, of ev'ry grace 
And virtue is poſſeis'd-; | 
Foul vice her pandemonium builds 
In the rebellious breaſt. 
By Reſignation we defeat 
| The worſt that can annoy ; 
And ſuffer, with farmore repoſe 
Than worldlings can enjoy, 
From ſmall experience this I ſpeak 3 
O grant to thoſe I love, 
Experience fuller far, ye pow'rs 
Who form our fates above ! 
My love where due, if not to thoſe 
Who, leaving grandeur, came 
To ſhine on age in mean receſs, 
And light me to-my theme? 
A theme themſelves! a theme how rare? 
The charms, which they diſplay, 
To triumph over captive-heads, 
Are ſet in bright array: 
With his own arms proud man's o'ercome, 
His boaſted laurels die; No: 
Learning and genius, wiſer grown, 
To female boſoms fly, | 


This 
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This revolution, fix'd by fate, 
In fable was foretold; 

The dark prediction puzzled wits, 
Nor could the learn'd unfold, 

But as thoſe ladies * works I read, 

They darted ſuch a ray, 

The latent ſenſe burſt out at once, 
And ſhone in open day: 
So burſt full ripe diſtended fruits, 
When ſtrongly ſtrikes the ſun; _ 
And from the purple grape unpreſs'd, 
Spontaneous nettars run, | 

Pallas, tis ſaid), when Jove grew dull, 
Forſook his drowſy brain; 

And ſprightly leap'd into the throne 

Of wiſdom's brighter-reign J 

Her helmet took ; that is, ſhot rays 
Of formidable wit ; 

And launce,——or genius moſt acute, 
Which lines immortal writ ; 

And Gorgon ſhield, —or, pow'r to fright 
Man's folly, dreadful ſhone ; 

And many a blockhead (eaſy change!) 
Turn'd inſtantly to ſhone, 

Our authors male, as then did Jove, 


Now ſcratch a damag'd head, 
And call for what once quarter'd there, 
But find the goddeſs fled, | 
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The fruit of knowledge, golden fruit! 
That once forbidden tree, 
Hedg'd in by furly man, is now 
To Britain's daughters free: 
In Eve, (we know) of fruit fo fair 
The noble thirſt began ; 
And they, like her, have caus'd a fall, 
A fall of fame in man: 
And ſince of genius in our ſex, 
O Addiſon ! with thee 
The ſun 1s fet, how I rejoice 
This ſiſter lamp to ſee! 
It ſheds, like Cynthia, filver beams 
On man's nocturnal fate ; 
His leſſen'd light, and languid pow'rs, 
I ſhow, whilk I relate. 


PART II. 


U what in either ſex, beyond 
All parts, our glory crowns ? 

In ruffling ſeaſons to be calm, 

And ſmile while fortune frowns.“ 
Heav'n's choice is ſafer than our own ; 

Of ages paſt inquire, i 
What the moſt formidable ill's 

To bave our own dehire,” 


If, 


EA |] 
If, in your wrath, the worſt. of foes 
I ou wiſh extremely ill; 
Expoſe him to the thunder's ſtroke, 
Or that of his own will, 
What numbers ruſhing down the leep. 
Of inclination ſtrong, 
Have periſh'd in their ardentwilh ! 
Wiſh ardent, ever wrong! 
'Tis Reſignation's full reſerve, 
Moſt wrong, as it implies 
Error moſt fatal in. our choice, 
| Detachment from the ſkies. © 
By cloſing with the ſkies, we make 
| Ommpotence our on; 
That done, how formidable ill's 
Whole army 160'/erthrown ! 
No longer impotent and. frail, 
Ourſelves above we riſe: 
We ſcarce believe ourſelves below ! 
We treſpaſs on the fkies! 
The Lord and Soul and fource of all, 
Whilſt man enjoys his caſe, | 
Is executing human will, 
In earth, and air, and ſeas, 
Beyond us; what can angels boaſt ? 
Archangels what require ? 
| Whate'er below, above, is done, 
Is done aue defire. 
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What glory this for man ſo mean, 
Whole life is but a ſpan P 
This is meridian majeſty ! | 
This, the ſublime of man ! 
Beyond the boaſt of pagan ſong 
My ſacred ſubjeR ſhines ; 
And for a foil the luſtre takes 
Of Rome's exalted lines. 
© All, that the ſun ſurveys. ſubdu'd, 
© But Cato's mighty mind'— 
How grand ! moſt true; yet far beneath 
The ſoul of the reſign'd. 
To more than kingdoms, more than worlds, 
To paſſion that gives law; 
Its matchleſs empire could have kept 
Great Cato's pride in awe : 
That fatal pride, whoſe cruel point 
Transfix'd his noble breaſt ; 
Far nobler ! if his fate ſuſtain'd 
Had left to Heaven the reſt : 
Then he the palm had borne away, 
At diltance Cæſar thrown ; 
Put him off cheaply with the world, 
And made the ſkies his own. 
What cannot Reſignation do P g 
It wonders can perform : \ 
That pow'rful charm, Thy will be done,“ 
Can lay the loudeſt ſtorm. 
Come, 
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Come, Reſignation ! then, from fields, 
Where, mounted on the wing, 
A wing of flame, bleſs'd martyrs' ſouls. 
Aſcended to their King. | 
Who is it calls thee ? One whoſe need 
Tranſcends the common fize ; 
Who ſlands in front againſt a foe 
To which none equal rife: 
In front he ſtands, the brink he treads 
Of an eternal flate ; 
How dreadful his appointed bel? 
How ſtrongly arm'd by fate. 
His threat'ning foe ! what thadows deep 
O'erwhelm his gloomy brow !. 
His dart tremenduous at fourſcore 
My ſole aſylum, thou. 
Haſte then, O Reſignation ! haſte, 
*Tis thine to reconcile | 
My foe and me; at thy approach, 
My foe begins to ſmile. | 
O for that ſummit of my wiſh, 
Whilſt here I draw my breath, 
That promiſe of eternal life, 
A glorious ſmile in death! 
What ſight, heav'n's azure arch beneath, 
Hath moſt of heav'n to boaſt ? 
The man reſign'd; at once ſerene, 
And giving up the ghoſt, 5 
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At Death's arrival they ſhall ſmile, 
Who, not in life o'er-gay, 
Serious and frequent thought ſend out 
To meet him in his way. | 
My gay coevals ! (ſuch there are), 
If happineſs is dear; 
Approaching death's alarming day 
Diſcreetly let us fear. 
The fear of death is truly wiſe, 
Till wiſdom can riſe higher; 
And, arm'd with pious fortitude, 
Death, dreaded once, deſire. - 
Grand climatteric vanities * 
The vaineſt will deſpiſe ; 
Shock'd when, beneath the ſnow of age, 
Man immaturely dies, 
But am not I myſelf the man? 
No need abroad to roam 
In queſt of faults to be chaſtis'd ; 
What cauſe to bluſh at home! 
In life's decline, when men relapſe 
Into the ſports of youth, 
The ſecond child out-fook the firſt, 
And tempts the laſh of truth. 
Shall a mere truant from the grave 
With rival boys engage? f 
His trembling voice attempt to ling, 8 
And ape the poet” s rage ? 


OWE 
Here, Madam! let me viſit one, 
My fault who partly ſhares, 
And tell myſelf, by telling him, 
What more becomes our years; 
And if your breaſt with prudent zeal 
For Reſignation glows, 
You will not diſapprove a juſt 
Reſentment at its foes. 
In youth, V—taire ! our foibles plead 


For ſome indulgence due ; 
When heads are white, their thoughts and aims 
Should change their colour too. 
How are you cheated by your wit ! 
Old age 1s bound' to pay, 
By Nature's law, a mind diſcreet, 
For joys it takes away. 
A mighty change 1s wrought by Ons 
Reverſing human lot ; 
In age tis honour to ly hid, 
*Tis praiſe to be forgot: 
The wiſe, as flow'rs, which ſpread at noon, 
And all their charms expoſe, | 
When ev'ning damps and ſhades deſcend, 
Their evolutions cloſe, : 
What tho' your muſe has nobly ſoar d, 
Is that our true ſublime? 
Ours, hoary friend! is to prefe v 
Eternity to thine: 
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Why doe a life, ſo juſtly fam'd, 
With ſuch bold traſh as this“? 


. 
- 


This for renown ? yes, ſuch as makes 


Obſcurity a bhſs. - | 
Your traſh, with mine at open. war, 


Is obſtinately bent+, | 
Like wits below, to ſow your tares 
Of gloom and diſcontent. 


With ſo much ſunſhine at command, 


Why light with darkneſs mix ? 


Why daſh with pain our pleaſure ? why 


Your Helicon with Styx ? 
Your works in out divided minds 
Repugnant paſſions raiſe, 


Confound us with a double ſtroke, 


Sb 
_—_— 


We ſhudder, whilſt we praiſe : 
A curious web, is finely wrought. 
As genius can inſpire, 
From a black bag of poiſon ſpun, 
With horror we admire, 
Mean as it is, if this is read 
With a diſdainful air, 
I can't forgive ſo great a foe 
To my dear friend V—taire, 
Early I knew him, early prais'd, 
And long to praiſe him late 
His genius greatly I admire, 
Nor would deplore his fate: 


A fate 


* Candide * Second Part. 
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14 fate how much to be deplor'd, 
At which our Nature ſtarts ! 

Forbear to fall on your own word, 
To periſh by your parts. | 

But great your name To feed on air 


Were then immortals born ? 
Nothing is great, of which more great, 
More glorious is the ſcorn. | 
Can fame your carcaſe from the worm. 
Which gnaws us in the grave, 

Or ſoul from that which never dies, 

Applauding Europe, ſave? 

But fame you loſe; good ſenſe alone 
Your idol, praiſe can claim; 

When wild wit murders happineſs, 
It puts to death our fame. 

Nor boaſt your genius ; talents bright 
Ev'n dunces will deſpiſe, 

If in your weſtern beams is miſs'd 
A genius for the ſkies, 

. Your taſte too fails; what moſt excels, 
True taſte muſt reliſh moſt ; 

And what, to rival palms above, 
Can proudeſt laurels boaſt ? 

Sound heads ſalvation's helmet “ ſeek ; 
Reſplendent are its rays : 

Let that ſuffice ; it needs no plume 
Of ſublunary praiſe, 
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May this enable couch'd V—taire 
To ſee that—All is rightt, 

His eye, by flaſh of wit ſtruck blind, 
Reſtoring to its ſight, 

If fo, all's well : who much have err'd, 
That much have been forgiv*n ; 

I ſpeak with joy, with joy he'll hear, 
6 V—taires are, now, in heav'n.” 

Nay, ſuch philantrophy divine, 
So boundleſs. in degree, | 

Its marvellous of love extends 

(Stoop moſt profound !) to me. 

Let others cruel flars arraign, 

Or dwell on their diſtreſs ; 

But let my page, for mercies pour'd, 

A grateful heart expreſfſss. 

Walking, the preſent God was ate 
Of old, in Eden fair: 

The God as preſent, by plain fleps 
Of providential care, 

I behold paſſing through my life; 
His awful voice IL hear; 

And, conſcious of my nakedneſs, 
Would hide myſelf for fear: | 

But where: the trees, or where the clouds 
Can cover from his fight ? 

Naked the centre to. that eye, 
To which the ſun is night. 
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As yonder glitt'ring lamps on high 
Through night's illumin'd roll; 
May thoaghts of Him by whom they ſhine, 
Chace darkneſs from my foul z 
My ſoul, which reads his hand as clear 


In my minute affairs, 


As in his ample manuſcript 
Of ſun, and moon, and ftars ; 
And knows him not more bent aright 
To wield that vaſt machine, 
Than to correct one erring thought 
In my ſmall world within; 
A world that ſhall ſurvive the fall 
Of all his wonders here ; 
Survive, when ſuns ten'thouſand drop, 
And leave a darken'd ſphere. 
Von matter groſs, how bright it ſhines ! 
For time how great his care! 
Sure ſpirit and eternity 
Far richer glories ſhare, 
Let thoſe our hearts impreſs, on thoſe | 
Our contemplation dwell ; 
On thoſe my thoughts how juſtly thrown, 
But what I now ſhall tell 5 
When backward with attentive mind 
Life's labyrinth I trace, : 
I find himfar myſelf beyond 
Propitious to my peace: 
Through 
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Through all che crooked paths I trod, 


My folly he purſu'd ; 


My heart aſtray, to quick return 


Importunately wood: 
Due Reſignation home to preſs 
On my capricious will, 
How many reſcues did I meet, 
Beneath the maſk of ill! 
How many foes in ambuſh laid 
Beneath my ſoul's defire ; 
The deepeſt penitents are made 
By what we moſt admire. 


Have I not ſometimes, (real good 


So little mortals know ! 

Mounting the ſummit of my wiſh, 
Profoundly plung'd in wo ? 

I rarely plann'd ; but cauſe I found 
My plan's defeat to bleſs : | 

Oft I lamented an event; 

It turn'd to my ſucceſs; 

By ſharpen'd appetite to give - 
To good intenſe delight, 


Through dark and deep perplexties 


.He led me to the right. 
And is not this the gloomy path, 
Which you are treading now 
The path moſt gloomy leads to light, 


When our proud paſſions bow. | 
| When 
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When lab'ring under fancy'd il, 
My ſpirits to ſuſtain, 
He kindly cur'd with ſov'reign —_ 
Ofunimagin'd pain. 
Pain'd Senſe from Fancy's tyranny 
Alone can ſet us free: 
A thouſand miſeries we feel, 
Till ſunk in miſery. 
Cloy'd with a-glut of all we wiſh, 
Our wyh we reliſh lefs: | 
Succeſs, a ſort of ſuicide, 
Is ruin'd by ſucceſs. 
Sometimes he led me near to death, 
And, pointing to the grave, 
Bid Terror whiſper kind advice, 
And taught the tomb to ſave. 
To raiſe my thoughts beyond where worlds 
As ſpangles o'er us ſhine, 
One day he gave, and bid the next 
My ſoul's delight reſign | 
We to ourſelves, but through the means 
Of mirrors, are unknown; 
In this my fate can you deſcry 
No features of your own ?P 
And if you can, let that excuſe 
Theſe ſelf recording lines; 
A record modeſty forbids, 
Or to ſmall bound confines, 
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In grief why deep ingulph'd ? You ſee 
- You ſuffer nothing rare ; 
Uncommon grief for common fate ? 


That wiſdom cannot bear. 


When ſtreams flow backward to their ſource, 


And humbled flames deſcend, 
And mountains wing'd ſhall fly aloft, 
Then human ſorrows end : 
But human prudence too muſt ceaſe, 
When ſorrows domineer, 
When fortitude has loſt its fire, 
And freezes into fear: 
The pang moſt poignant of my life 
Now heightens my delight ; 
I ſee a fair creation riſe 
From Chaos and old Night : 
From what ſeem'd horror and deſpair, 


The richeſt harveſt roſe ; 


And gave me in the nod divine 


An abſolute repoſe. 
Of all the blunders of mankind, 
More groſs, or frequent, none, 
Than in their grief and joy misplac'd 
Eternally are ſhown. 
But wiuther points all this parade ? 
It ſays, that near you lies + 
A book, perhaps, yet unperus'd, 
Which you ſhould greatly prize: 
Of 
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Of ſelf-peruſal, ſcience rare! 
Few know the mighty gain ; 

Learn'd prelates, ſelf-unread, may read 
Their Bibles o'er in vain. 

Self- knowledge, which from heav'n itſelf 
(So ſages tell us) came, a 

What is it, but a daughter fair 
Of my maternal theme ? 

Unletter'd and untravel'd men 
An oracle might find, 

Would they conſult their own contents, 
The Delphos of the mind. 

Enter your boſom ; there you'll find 
A revelation new, 

A revelation perſonal, 
Which none can read but you : 

There will you clearly read reveal'd 
In your enlighten'd thought, 

By mercies manifold, through liſe, 
To freſh remembrance brought, 

A mighty Being ! andin him 

A complicated friend, 

A father, brother, ſpouſe; no dread 
Of death, divorce, or end. 

Who ſuch a matchleſs friend embrace, 
And lodge him in their heart, 

Full well, from agonies exempt, 


With other friends may part: 
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As when o'erloaded branches bear 


Large cluſters big with wine, 


We ſcarce regret one falling leaf 


From the luxuriant vine. 
My ſhort advice to you may ſound 
Obſcure, or ſomewhat odd, 
Tho” 'tis the beſt that man can give, 
s Ev'n be content with God,” 
Thro' love, he gave you the deceas d; 
Thro' greater took him hence: 


This reaſon fully could evince, 


Tho' murmur'd at by ſenſe. 

This Friend, far paſt the kindeſt kind, 
Is paſt the greateſt great; 

His greatneſs let me touch in points 
Not foreign to your ſtate : 

His eye, this inſtant, reads your heart 
A truth leſs obvious hear, 

This inſtant its moſt ſecret thoughts 
Are ſounding in his ear: 

Diſpute you this? O ſtand in awe, 
And ceaſe your ſorrow ; know, 

That tear now trickling down, he ſaw 
Ten thouſand years ago; 

And twice ten thouſand hence, if you: 
Your temper reconcile _ 

To reaſon's bound, will he behold 
Your prudence with a ſmile ; 


A ſmile 
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A ſmile which thro? eternity 
Diffuſes ſo bright rays 
The dimmeſt deifies ev'n guilt, 
If guilt at laſt obeys : 
Your guilt (for guilt it 1s to mourn, 
When ſuch a Sov'reign reigns) 
Your guilt diminiſh; peace purſue ; 
How glorious peace in pains ! 
Here, then, your ſorrows ceaſe ; if not, 
Think how unhappy they, 
Who guilt increaſe by ſtreaming tears, 
Which ſhould guilt waſh away. 
Of tears that guſh profuſe reſtrain 
Whence burſt the diſmal fighs ? 
They from the throbbing breaſt of one 
(Strange truth! molt happy riſe; 
Not angels (hear it, and exult!) 
Enjoy a larger ſhare - 
Than is indulg'd to you, and yours, 
Of Gop's impartial care: 
Anxious for each, as if on each 
His care forall was thrown ; 
For all his care as abſolute, 
As all had been but one. 
And is he then ſo near ? fo kind? 
How little then, and great, 
That riddle, Man ? O let me gaze 
At wonders in his fate! 
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Wis fate, who yeſterday did crawk 
A worm from darkneſs deep, 

And ſhall, with brother worms, beneath 
A turf, to-morrow ſleep. 

How mean !—and yet, if well obey'd- 
His Mighty maſter's call, | 

The whole creation for mean man 
Is deem'd a boon too ſmall : 

Too ſmall the whole creation deem'd- 
For emmets in the duſt ! 

Account amazing! yet molt true; 
My ſong is bold, yet juſt. 

Man born for infinite, in whom 
No period can deſtroy 

The pow'r in exquiſite extremes 
To ſuffer, or enjoy; 

Give him earth's empire (if no more) 
He's beggar'd, and undone |! 

Impriſon'd in unbounded ſpace ! 
Benighted by the ſun ! 

For what's the ſun's meridian blaze 
To the moſt feeble ray 

Which glimmers from the diſtant 3 
Of uncreated day ? 

»Tis not the poet's rapture feign'd 
Swells here, the vain to pleaſe; 

The mind moſt ſober kindles moſt 
At truths ſublime as theſe, 
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They warm ev'n me I dare not ſay, 
Divine ambition ſtrove | | 

Not to bleſs only, but confound, Fo | 
Nay fright us with its love; 

And yet ſo frightful what, or kind. 
As that the rending rock, 

The darken'd ſun and rifing dead, 
So formidably ſpoke ? 

And are we darker than that fun ? 

Than rocks more hard, and blind-z 

We are ;: if not to ſuch a Goo 
In agonies reſign'd, 

Vea, even in agonies forbear 
To doubt Almighty love; 

Whate'er endears eternity. 
Is mercy from above. 

What moſt embitters time, that moſt 
Eternity endears; 

And thus by plunging in diſtreſs, 
Exalts, us to the ſpheres ; 

Joy's fountain-head ! where bliſs o'er bliſs. 
O'er wonders wonders riſe, 

And an Omnipotence prepares 

His banquet for the wiſe ; 

Ambroſial banquet } rich in wines 
NeGareous to the ſoul ! 

What tranſports ſparkle from the ſtreams 
As angels fill the bowl! 


Fountain 
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Fountain profuſe of ev'ry bliſs ! 
Good-will immenſe prevails : 
Man's line can't fathom its profound ; 
An angel's plummet fails. 
Thy love and might, by what they know 
Who judge, nor dream of more; 
They aſk a drop, how deep the ſea ? 
One ſand, how wide the ſhore ? 
Of thy exuberant-good-will, 
.  Offended Deity ! 
The thouſandth part who 3 
A deity is he, 
How yonder ample azure field 
With radiant worlds is ſown ! 
How tubes aſtoniſh us with thoſe 
More deep in zther thrown ! 
And thoſe beyond of brighter worlds 
Why not a million more ? 
In lieu of anſwer, let us all 
Fall proſtrate and adore. - 
Since Thou art infinite in pow'r, 
Nor thy indulgence leſs; 
Since man, quite impotent, and blind, 
Oft drops into diſtreſs ; 
Say, what is Reſignation ? *Tis 
Man's weakneſs underſtood ; 
And wiſdom graſping, with an hand 
Far ſlronger, every good, 
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Let raſh repiners ſtand appal'd, 
In thee who dare not truſt ; 

Whoſe abject ſouls, like demons dark, 
Are murm'ring in the duſt : 

For man to-murmur or repine 
At what by Thee 1s done, 

No leſs abſurd than to complain 

Of darkneſs in the ſun. 

Who would not, with an heart at eaſe, 
Bright eye, unclouded brow, 

Wiſdom and goodneſs at the helm, 
The rougheſt ocean plough p 

What tho? I'm ſwallow'd in the deep 7 
Tho' mountains o'er me roar ? 

Jr nova reigns! as Jonah ſafe 
I'm landed, and adore. 

Thy will is welcome, let it wear 
Its moſt tremendous form : 

Roar, waves! rage, winds! I know, that thou. 
Canſt ſave me by a ſtorm, 

From thee immortal ſpirits born, 
To thee their Fountain flow, 

If wiſe ; as curl'd around to theirs - 

| Meandring ſtreams below. 

Not leſs compell'd by Reaſon's call,. 
To thee our ſouls aſpire, 

Than to thy ſkies, by Nature's law, 
High mounts material ſires. 
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To thee aſpiring they exult ; 
I feel my ſpirits riſe, 4 

J feel myſelf thy ſon, and pant 
For patrimonial ſkies, 

Since ardent thirſt of future good, 

And gen'rous ſenſe of paſt, 

To Thee man's prudence ſtrongly ties, 
And binds affection faſt ; 

Since great thy love, and great our want, 
And men the wiſeſt blind, 

And bliſs our aim ; pronounce us all 
Diſtracted, or reſign'd J 

Reſign'd thro' duty, int'reſt, ſhame ; 
Deep ſhame ! dare I complain, 

When (wond'rous truth J) in heav'n itſelf 
Joy ow'd its birth to pain ? 

And pain for me ! for me was drain'd. 
Gall's overflowing bowl ; 

And ſhall one drop, to murmur bold 
Provoke my guilty ſoul ? 

If pardon'd this, what cauſe, what crime 
Can ind gnation raiſe? 

The ſun was lighted up to ſhine, 
And man was born to praiſe : 

And when to praiſe Thee man ſhall ceaſe, 
Or ſun to flrike the view "the 

A cloud diſhonours both, but man's 

The blacker of the two: 


For 
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For oh! ingratitude how black! 
With moſt profound amaze 
At leve, which man belov'd 0 'erlooks, 
__ Aſﬀtoniſh'd angels gaze. 
Praiſe cheers, and warms, like gen'rous wine; 
Praiſe, more divine than pray'r : 
Pray'r points our ready path to heay'n ; 
Praiſe 1s already there. 

Let plauſive Reſignation riſe, 
And baniſh all complaint; 

All virtues thronging into one, 
It. finiſhes the ſaint ; | 

Makes the man bleſs'd, as man can be; 
Life” s labours renders light; 

Darts beams thro” Fate's incumbent gloom, 

And lights our ſun by night. 

. ?Tis Nature's brighteſt ornament, 
The richeſt gift of grace, 

Rival of angels, and ſupreme 
Proprietor of peace : 

Nay, peace beyond, no ſmall degree 
Of rapture *twill impart ; 


Know, Madam! * when your heart's in heav'n, 


All heav'n is in your heart.“ 
But who to heay'n their hearts can raiſe ? 
Deny'd divine ſupport, 
All virtue dies ; ſupport divine 
The wiſe with ardor court: 


When 


1 
Py” EY PO Oy E? = & * 


F 48 ] 
When pray 'r partakes the ſeraph's fire, 
Tis mounted on his wing, | 
Burſts thro? heav'n's cryſtal gates, and gains 
Sure audience of its King. 
The lab'ring ſoul-from ſore diſtreſs | 
That bleſs'd expedient frees : 
I ſee you far advanc'd in peace; 
I ſee you on your knees : 
How on that poſture has the beam 
Divine for ever ſhone ? 
An humble heart, God's * other ſeat? 
I) be rival of his throne, 
And ſtoops Omnipotence ſo low 
And condeſcends to dwell 
Eternity's inhabitant, 
Well pleas'd, in ſuch a cell ? 
Such honor how ſhall we repay P 
How treat dur Gueſt Divine 
The ſacrifice ſupreme be lain ! 
Let ſelf-will die: Reſign. . 
Thus far, at large, on our diſeaſe; 
Now, let the cauſe be ſhewn, 
Whenceriſes, and will ever riſe, 
The diſmal human groan. 
What our ſole fountain of diſtreſs ? 
Strong paſſion for this ſcene; 
That trifles makes important things, 
Of mighty moment mean. 


When 
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. When earth's dark maxims poiſon ſhed 
On our polluted ſouls, + 
Our hearts and int'reſts fly as far 
Aſunder as the poles; 
Like princes in a cottage nurs'd, 
Unknown their royal race, 
Wich abject aims and ſordid joys 
Our grandeur we diſgrace. 
O for an Archimedes new, 
Of moral pow'rs poſſeſs'd 
The world to move, and quite expel 
That traitor from the breaſt! 
No ſmall advantage may be reap'd 
From thought whence we deſcend; 
From weighing well, and prizing, * 
Our origin and end: 
From far above the glorious ſun 
To this dim ſcene we came; 
And may, if wiſe, for ever baſk 
In great Jenovan' s beam: 
Let chat bright beam on reaſon rouz'd 
In awful luſtre riſe, pe 
Earth's giant ills are dwarf'd at once, 
And all diſquiet dies : | 
Earth's glories too their ſplendor loſe, 
Theſe phantoms charm no more; 
Empire's a feather for a fool, 
And Indian mines are poor: 
Vol. IV. 16. E e 
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Then levell'd quite, whil yet dies 
The monarch and his flave ; 
Nor wait enlighten'd minds to learn 
That lo: from the grave; | 
A George the Third would then be low - 
As Lewis in renown, oy 
Could he not boaſt of glory more 
Than ſparkles from a crown. 
When human glory riſes high 
: As human glory can . 
When, though the king is truly great, 
Still greater is the man: 
The man is dead, where virtue fails; 
And though the monarch proud 
In grandeur ſhines, his gorgeous robe 
ls but a gaudy ſhroud. 

Wiſdom! where art thou? None on earth, 
Though graſping wealth, fame, pow'r, 
But what, O Death! through thy «hl | 

Is wiſer every hour. 

Approach how ſwift.) how unconfin'd ! 
| Worms feaſt on viands rare ; 
Thoſe little epicures have kings 

To grace their bill of fare, 
From kings what reſignation due 

To that Almighty Will, 
Which thrones beſtow ; and, when they fall, 

Can throne them higher full ! | 
Who 


1 
w ho truly great ? the good, and nn 
The maſters of a mind 
The will diving to do reſoly'd ; 
To ſuffer it, reſign'd. 
Madam ! if chat may give it N 
The triſle you receive 
Is dated from a ſolemn ſcene, | 
The border of the grave; | 
Where ſtrongly ſtrikes the trembling ſoul - 
Eternity's dread pow'r. 
As burſting on it through the thin 
Partition of an hour. 
Hear this, V—taire ! but this from me 
Runs hazard of your frown : 
However, ſpare it ere you die, 
Such thoughts will be your own. 
In mercy to yourſelf, forbear 
My notions to chaſtiſe, , 
Leſt unawares the gay V—taire 
Should blame V—taire the wiſe : . 
Fame's trumpet rattling in your ear, 
Now makes us diſagree ; 
When a far louder trumpet ſounds, 
V—taire will cloſe with me! 
How ſhocking is that modeſty, 
Which keeps ſome honeſt men 
F rom urging what their hearts ſuggeſt, 
_ When bray'd by folly's pen, 


E 2 Aſſaulting 


[ 82 ] 

 Afaulting truths, of which in all. 
Is ſown the ſacred ſeed ! 

Our conſtitution's orthodox, 
And cloſes with our creed. 

What then are they, whoſe proud conceits- 
Superior wiſdom boaſt ?- 

Wretches, who fight their own belief, 
And labour to be loſt, 

Tho' Vice by no ſuperior joys 

Her heroes keeps in pay; 

Thro' pure difintereſted love 
Of ruin, they obey; 

Strict cheir devotion to the wrong, 
Tho' tempted by no prize; 

Hard their commandments, and their creed 
A magazine of lies, 

From Fancy's forge : gay Fancy ſmiles 
At Reaſon plain and cool ; 

Fancy, whoſe curious trade it is. 
To make the fineſt fool. 

 V—taire ! long life's the greateſt curſe 
That mortals can receive, 

When they imagine the chief end 

Of living is to live; | 

Quite thoughtleſs of their day of death, 

That birth- day of their ſorrow 

Knowing it may be diſtant far, | 
Nor cruſh them till=to-morrow. | 

| Theſe 
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*Theſe are cold, northern thoughts, conceiy'd 
Beneath an humble cot ; 

Not mine your genius, or your ſlate, 

No caſtle ® is my lot: 


But ſoon, quite level ſhall we ly; | 
And what pride moſt bemoans, 

Our parts, in rank ſo diſtant now, 
As level as our bones. 

Hear you that ſound ? alarming ſound ! 

Prepare to meet your fate! 

One, who writes Anis to our works, 
Is knocking at the gate : 

Far other works will ſoon be weigh'd ; 
Far other judges fit ; 5 

Far other crowns be loſt, or won, 
Than fire ambitious vit: 

Their wit far brighteſt will be prov d, 
Who ſunk i it in good ſenſe, 

And. veneration 'moſt profound 
Of dread Omnipotence.. . 

*Tis that alone unlocks the gate 
Of bleſt eternity ; 

O may'ſt thou never, never loſe 
That more than golden key f! 

Whate'er may ſeem too rough, excuſe ; 
'Your good I have at heart : 

Since from my ſoul I wiſh you well, 
As yet we muſt not part: 


Shall 
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Shall you and I, in love with liſe, 
Life's future ſchemes contrive, 

The world in wonder not unjuſt, 
That we are ſtill alive ? 

What have we left? how mean in man 
A ſhadow's ſhade to crave ? 

When life, ſo vain ! is vainer ſtill, 
Tis time to take our, leave: 

Happier, than happieſt life, his death, 
Who falling in the field 

Of conflict with his rebel will, 
Writes VICI on his ſhield ; 

So falling man, immortal heir 

Oft an eternal prize, 

Undaunted at the gloomy grave, 
Deſcends into the ſkies. 
O how diſorder'd our machine, 
When contradictions mix! oy 
When nature ftrikes no leſs than twelve, 
And folly points at fix | | 
To mend the movements of your heart, 
How great is my delight! 
Gently to wind your morals up, 
And ſet your hand aright ! 

That hand which ſpread your wiſdom wide 
To poiſon diflant lands: 
Repent, recant; the tainted age 

Your antidote demands, 


* 
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To Satan dreadfully reſign  _ 
Whole herds ruſh down the icep- 
Of folly, by lude wits poſſeſs d, 
And periſh in the deep. a 
Mens praiſe your vanity purſues : 
'Tis well, purſue it ſtill; 
But let it be of men deceas d. 8 
And you'll refign the will: 
And how ſupzrior they to thoſe. 1.5 
At whofe applauſe you aim 
How very far ſuperior theß 
In number, and in name ! 
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APPY the man, whoſe wiſh and care 


A few paternal acres bound ; 
Content to breathe his native air, 


In his own ground. 5 
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Whoſe herds with milk, whoſe fields with bread, 
Whoſe flocks ſupply him with attire ; 

Whoſe trees in ſummer yield him ſhade, 


-In winter fire, 


Bleſt 
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Bleſt, who can unconcern'dly find 
Hours, days, and years ſlide foft away; 
In health of body, peace of mind, 

Quiet by day. 


Sound ſleep by night, ſtudy and eaſe 
Together mix'd ; ſweet recreation! 
And innocence, which moſt does pleaſe 
With meditation. 


Thus let me live, unſeen, unknown, 
Thus unlamented let me die; 

Steal from the world, and not a ſtone 

Tell where I lie. 
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THE DYING CHRISTIAN TO HIS SOUL, 
for. J 


NOTE ſpark. of heavenly {lame ! - 
Quit, oh quit, this mortal frame ! 
Trembling, hoping, ling' ring, flying, 

| Qh the pain, the bliſs of dying! 

Ceaſe, fond Nature, ceaſe thy ftrife, 
And let me languiſh into life! 


Hark ! they whiſper ; angels ſay, | 
Siſter Spirit, come away |! 


What 


i 
What is this abſorbs me quite, 
Steals my ſenſes, ſhuts my ſight, 
Drovns my ſpirits, draws my breath * _ 
Fell me, my Soul, can this be Death? | 


The world recedes, it diſappears ! 
Heav'n opens on my eyes my ears 
With ſounds ſeraphic ring! 
Lend, lend your wings ! I mount! I fly EE; | 
O Grave! where is thy Victory ? = 
O Death! whos is thy Sting ? _ | 


HYMN os GRATITUDE. 
[ ADD180 x.] 


HEN all thy mercies, O my God, 
My riſing foul furveys ; 
Tranſported with the view, I'm loſt 


In wonder, love, and praiſe, 


O how ſhall words with equal warmth: 
The gratitude declare 4 

That glows within my raviſh'd heart p | | 
But thou canſt read it there. . | 


Thy providence my life ſuſtain'd,, 
And all my wants redreſt, 
When in the filent womb I lay, | | 
And hung upon the breaſt, 2 li 
3 W | 
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To all my weak complaints and cries 
Thy mercy: lent an ear, 


- Ere yet my feeble thoughts had "HM 


To form themſelves 1 in pray Ws 


Unnumber'd.comforts to my ſoul. | 
Thy tender care beſtow'd, 

Before my infant heart ß 1 
From whom thoſe comforts flow'd.. - 


When in the ſlipp'ry paths of youth | 
| Wich heedleſs ſteps I ran, 
Thine arm unſeen convey'd me ſafe, 
And led me up to man, 


Through hidden dangers, toils, and deaths, 
It gently clear'd my way, 
And through the pleaſing ſnares of vice, 
More to be fear'd than they. 


Whon worn with ſickneſs, oft haſt thou 
Wich healch renew'd my face, | 

And when in fins and ſorrows ſunk, 
Reviv'd my ſoul with grace. 


Thy bounteous hand with worldly bliſs 
Has made my cup run o'er, © © + -. 
And in a kind and faithful friend! 
Has doubled all my ſtore. | | 


Ten. 
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Ten thouſand thouſand precious gits 9 8 
My daily thanks employ, 1 25 
Nor is the leaſt a cheerful heart, 
That talles thoſe gifts rn Joy« 


| Through every period of * life 
Thy goodneſs I'll purſue; 3 
And after death in diſtant worlds 


The glorious theme renew. 


When nature fails, and day and night 
Divide thy works no more, 


My ever, grateful heart, O Lord, 
Thy mercy ſhall adore. - 


Through all eternity to Thee 
A A joyful ſong Vl raiſe, 
For O! eternity's too ſhort 

To utter all thy praiſe. 
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QMALL; is the ſkill my Lord delights to 3 k 


In him he favours. Hear from hence it cam. 
Beneath a mountain's brow, the moſt remote 125 : 
And inacceſſible by ſhepherds trod. | i 
In a deep cave, dug by no mortal hand, A 
A hermit liv'd ; a melancholy man, 
Who was the wonder of our wand'ring ſwains. 


Auſtzre 
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Aüllere and lonely, cruel to himſelf, 
Did they report him; the cold earth his bed. 
Water his drink, his food the ſhepherd's alm. 
I went to ſee him, and my heart was touch'd 
With rev'rence and with pity. Mild he ſpake. 
And, entering on diſcourſe, ſuch ſtories told 

As made me oft reviſit his fad cell. 
For he had been a ſoldier in his youth; 
And fought in famous battles, when the peers 

Of Europe, by the bold Godfredo led, 
Againſt ch uſur ping infidel diſplay d 5 
The bleſſed croſs, and won the Holy Land. 
Pleas'd with my admiration, and the fire 
His ſpeech ſtruck from me, he old man would ſhake. { 
His years away, and aft his young encounters : 1 
Then, having ſhew'd his wounds, he'd ſit him down, I 
And all the live- long day diſcourſe of war. 
To help my fancy, in the ſmooth green turf 
He cut the figures of the marſhall'd hoſts; OS} 

Deſerib'd the motions, and.explain'd-the-uſe ., 

Of the deep column, and the lengthen'd line, 

The ſquare, the creſcent, and the phalanx firm, 

For all that Saracen: or Obriſtian knew - - - 

Of war's vail art, As to this hermit known. 
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